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makes s&in new, soft, satiny/ 

"My DEAR, I've never SEEN your 
SKIN look so SOFT and SATiny! What 
DID you DO — have your FACE lifted? 
You say you only use KISSproof FACE 
POWDER? I've NEVER seen ANY- 
thing LIKE it! It CERtainly makes you 
look years YOUNGer, my dear! Let me 
TRY some of that MAgic POWder inv 
MEDiately!" 

Kissproof is a new type of face powder 
made from a secret formula imported 
from France. Rosalie knows it gives her 
skin a new, soft, satiny tone that she 
could never before obtain with any 
other face powder. 
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XiSSprooj* stays on. 

And unlike ordinary face powder, Kissproof 
doesn't wear off like a first love affair! It is aptly 
called the Extra Hour Face Powder — it clings hours 
longer than any face powder you have ever before used! 
We urge you to see what NEW SKIN this Extra 
Hour Face Powder will give YOU! Most French 
Powders of its type sell for $5.00 a box, but Kiss- 
proof can be obtained at your favorite toilet goods 
counter for only $1.00. Don't delay. Try Kissproof 
today! Insist on the genuine — be sure the box is 
plainly marked "Kissproof. 
If you would like to try before buying, 

Send jor 

Xissproo^ treasure Gfiest 

As a Special Introductory Offer we will send you 
a darling Loose Powder Vanity of Kissproof 
Face Powder; a genuine Kissproof Lipstick in 
brass case; a Kissproof Compact Rouge com- 
plete with mirror and puff; a dainty package of 
Kissproof Paste Rouge; a bottle of Delica-Brow 
with camel's hair brush for applying; all for cou- 
pon below and only 30c! Not stingy samples, 
but a whole month's supply of each — the full 
size packages would cost over $3.00! Ideal for 
week-ends or your hand bag. 
Accept, for your beauty's sake, the test offered 
here. Send coupon now! Find out for yourself 
what genuine Kissproof Beauty Aids will do; what 
ordinary unnatural cosmetics will never do! Kiss- 
proof are youth's own beauty aids- made to enhance 

natural youthful 



Only one to a 
person I 



beauty. And how 
they STAY ON! 




WARNING! 




Never accept any cosmetic a* "Kissproof " unless the name 
"Kissproof is plainly marked on the package. For your own 
protection insist on the genuine. There are many spurious 
imitations but none are "Kissproof. Genuine Kissproof 
cosmetics are on sale at all modern toilet goods counters. 
Always ask for Kissproof BY NAME. 
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SPECIAL INTRODUCTORY OFFER 

[Mailed same day received] 
Kissproof, Inc., Dept. A 202 

3012 Cly bourn Avenue, Chicago, III. 

For 30c enclosed (stamps or coins) send me Kissproof 
Treasure Chest as outlined above. Include free, 8x10 
Art Print of Kissproof Girl and 16 page Beauty 
Booklet, "The Secret of Perfect Makeup." I use — 

□ Flesh □ White □ Brunette 

□ Ivory Face Powder. Check which. 
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mous painting 
The KiBBproof 
Girl , included 
FREE with your 
Kl.iBproof Treas- 
ure Cheat. Printed 
in 12 colon, mailed 
flat for framing. 
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» That duty of a mother is more 
\/\ /important than the duty of 
* v telling her daughter the facts 
about feminine hygiene? Yet how 
many mothers there are who fail in 
this duty! Some stand by and let the 
gulf of years widen between them — 
constantly "putting it off." Others 
doubt the accuracy of their own 
knowledge — and with good reason, 
for the ideas of even five years ago are 
decidedly obsolete today. 

Result: the daughter, upon marriage, 
embarks upon a new life trusting that 
new-found friends and associates will 
enlighten her concerning these in- 
timate matters. And what a tragedy 
it can be, if their information is 
wrong or incomplete! 

Learn the truth as your 
physician knows it 

What are the dangers that make this 
subject of feminine hygiene so impor- 
tant? Ask your physician. He has the 
truth ever before him. His experience 
is replete with examples of untold 
harm caused by the use of certain 
germicidal preparations — deadly poi- 
sons such as bichloride of mercury, 
carbolic acid or their compounds sold 
under various trade names. 

Every mother should keep these prod- 
ucts clearly in mind, with the word 
"warning" associated with each and 
every one. Foi these skull-and-cross- 
bone germicides are indeed dangerous, 
when employed for feminine hygiene 




purposes. In many cases their con- 
tinued use leads to a deadening of the 
highly sensitive membranes and ul- 
timately to the formation of areas of 
scar-tissue. 

Then besides the fearful effects of 
these compounds when so used, there 
is the continual threat of accidental 
poisoning. Think what it means to 
bring these deadly preparations into 
the home — among the family — per- 
haps into the hands of an innocent 
child! 

Zonite banishes the risks 
that women run 
Only a few years ago women had no 
choice but to run the terrible risks of 
poisonous antiseptics or go without 
germicidal protection. This dilemma 
no longer exists. In Zonite science has 
provided a powerful germicide that is 
absolutely non-caustic and non-poi- 
sonous. Through this remarkable 
product women now possess a new 
standard of hygiene — a degree of pro- 
tection made possible only by a safe 
antiseptic. 




Zonite is actually far more powerful 
than any dilution of carbolic acid 
that can be used on the body. But 
what a difference in safety I Carbolic 
acid is so caustic that its continued 
use produces an irreparable scarring 
of the tissues. Zonite, on the con- 
trary, is as harmless to human beings 
as it is fatal to germs. 

Every mother and daughter 
should read this booklet 
More information — vital information 
— concerning Zonite and the practice 
of feminine hygiene is given in the 
booklet, "The Newer Knowledge of 
Feminine Hygiene." This booklet 
has been prepared especially for wo- 
men because of an urgent demand for 
more light on this much beclouded 
subject. In its pages the truth as de- 
clared by modern science is made 
available to all. 

Mothers find the booklet a simple 
solution to the problem of advising 
their daughters. Because its informa- 
tion is trustworthy and authoritative, 
it may, after reading, be passed to 
others without hesitancy, bend for a 
copy now. It is free. Simply check the 
coupon below where it mentions 1 The 
Newer Knowledge of Feminine Hy- 
giene. ' ' Zonite Products Corporation, 
250 Park Avenue, New York, N. Y. 



In bottles 



50c, 60c, $1 



ZONITE PRODUCTS CORPORATION 
250 Park Avenue. New York, N. Y. 
Please send me free copy of the Zonite booklet or book- 
lets checked below. 

□ The Newer Knowledge of Feminine Hygiene 

□ Use of Antiseptics in the Home 

(PUajt pttnt nsmi) T-6 

Name 

Address 

City State 

(In Canada: 165 Duffcrin Street, Toronto) 
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Follow this Man! 

Secret Service Operator 38 Is on the Job 

Follow him through all the excitement of his chase of the counterfeit gang. 
See how a crafty operator works. Telltale finger prints on the lamp stand 
in the murdered girl's room! The detective's cigarette case is handled by 
the unsuspecting gangster, and a great mystery is solved. Better than 
fiction. It's true, every word of it. No obligation. Just send the coupon. 



FREE 



The Confidential Reports 
No. 38 Made to His Chief 



And the best part of it all is this. It may open your eyes to the great 
future for YOU as a highly paid Finger Print Expert. More men are 
needed right now. This school has taken men just like you and trained 
them for high official positions. This is the kind of work you would like. 
Days full of excitement. Big salaries. Rewards. 



Earn $2500 to $10,000 a Year 

You Study at Home in Spare Time 

No advanced education is needed. Any man who can read and 
write, and think can make good. A wonderful book tells all 
about what others have done. Shows pictures of real crimes and 
the men whosol ved them. We'll send you a FREE copy of the report 
Secret Service Operator No. 38 made to his chief. Get all the facts 
about our wonderful Finger Print Course. Mail the coupon now. 

University of Applied Science 

1920 Sunny side Ave., Dept. A- 143 Chicago, Illinois 



UNIVERSITY OF APPLIED SCIENCE 
1920 Sunny side Ave., Dept. A-143 Chicago, 111, 

Gentlemen: — Without any obligation whatever, send me 
free copy of Operator No. 38's confidential report, also 
your new, fully illustrated Free book on Finger Prints. 
Tell me all about your low prices and Easy Terms ! 



Name 

Address. — 

-Age- 
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A GIRL of MYSTERY 

By Isabel Stephen 



Note: The following is an account of an actual incident which occurred at Staten Island 
(N. Y .) Police Headquarters. Though it has a humorous un</lc. it nevertheless represents 
a class of "nut cases" which are anything hut uncommon to the police. 



THE official docket of this "find-the- 
girl" case is given below, but we 
have omitted the name and address 
uf the young man, as we do not wish 
to stir up any ill-feeling in this matter. 

Jan. — , 192—. 

E B of — Second Avenue, 

Manhattan (Phone: Lexington ) 

Business address: East 17th 

Street. Manhattan, is looking for a 
girl he met on the 6th Avenue 4 *L," 
with her father and mother who evi- 
dently were trying to encourage her 

to meet B , but she got off the 

train before he got her address. If a 
detective finds out who she is, he 

(B ) will give a reward of $100 

or more. She is described as follows: 
19 or 20 yrs. old; slim build: 5 ft. 6 
in.: dressed in the height of fashion, 
and is supposed to be on Staten Island, 
somewhere within walking distance of 
St. George Ferry. She has a scar on 
tile left side of her eluek, below the 
mouth, and another on the right cheek, 
above the mouth. He says she is a 
beauty, lie will supply photos for all 
detectives. His purpose in meeting 
her is marriage. Lieut. McKay's case. 
[Note: This is the same police officer 
(McKay), who caught the blackmailer, 
Donato Maschietto. See page 45, this 
issue.] 

The above is the dry detective report, 
but anyone is given the chance to win the 
reward of $100, whether he is a detective 
or not. All one has to do is find and iden- 
tity the mysterious young lady whose pic- 
ture appears on this page. 

This bonus was originally offered to 
Inspector Ernest Van Wagner, now located 
on Staten Island, but he generously extends 
it to the public at large 

The Inspector is an internationally known 
master man-hunter and solver of deep- 
dyed mysteries, but this, he has confessed, 
is one he has been unable to solve. And 
thereby hangs this tale: 

JUST as dusk was falling, there appeared 
at the St. George (S. I.) Police Head- 
quarters, a tall, romantic-eyed youth, who 
demanded an interview with the "Chief." 
The lieutenant at the desk, after a few 
moments' conversation, promptly classified 
the visitor as an "eccentric." He never 
would have gotten past the officer on guard 
at the head of the stairs in Manhattan 
Police Headquarters, but the Staten Island 
1 department is conducted along very demo- 
cratic lines. 

Ushered by Lieutenant McKay into the 
inspector's office, the youth was given a 
chair and an attentive ear. 

"1 was riding downtown on the Sixth 
Avenue elevated in New York City this 
afternoon, when I saw the most beautiful 




The Girl 



girl in the world. 1 knew, on my part, it 
was love at first sight — and when I caught 
her eye, it was as if a mighty force sought 
to draw us together. Neither of us could 
look away. Her parents were with her, 
and I should have spoken to her at once. 
But I was too paralyzed at first, anyway. 
Just as I had composed a speech which 
would have proved to her parents my in- 
tegrity, the train reached South Ferry and 
she and her folks got lost in the crowd. 
1 am sure this girl lives on Staten Island, 
though I could not find them on the ferry 
— and I am sure she lives somewhere on 
Staten Island within walking distance of 
the ferry landing. I am psychic — and I 
know this, Chief. I want you to find her 
for me!" 

The youth ended his tale in a state of 
considerable excitement. 

"Description . . ." Inspector Van Wag- 
ner requested, drawing a scratch pad to- 
ward him. 

"Chief, I couldn't describe her like sir 
really is. She is the loveliest being " 

"Yes. yes." the Inspector interrupt cq 
gently, but firmly. "I assume that. But 
you must be definite. How old did she 
appear to be? How tall? How was she 
dressed ?" 

The bewitched sheik studied a moment, 
meanwhile drumming his fingers nervously 
on the chair arm. 

"She is about nineteen or twenty years 
old, and about five feet six inches in 



height — slim build, and very graceful. She 
was dressed in the height of fashion. She 
wore a scar on the left side of her cheek, 
below the month, and another on the right 
cheek, above the mouth. She is very beau- 
tiful. You would know her anywhere it 
you saw her, Chief. I will give any detec- 
tive one hundred dollars in cash who finds 
her." 

That is a brief resume of the youth's 
description of the girl, and his offer. It 
was getting late. Knowing it would be 
useless to bring a few hard-boiled sugges- 
tions before him, the Inspector appeared 
to listen sympathetically. In order to get 
rid of him, however, he said that without 
pictures of the young lady, the detectives 
would be greatly handicapped. 

"I go," the youth remarked, taking a 
hint from the Chief, who had risen, " — but 
1 shall return w ith the pictures tomorrow." 
With a deep, sweeping bow, he left. 

The next day he returned, as he had 
promised, and brought with him a drawing, 
which he presented to the Inspector. (See 
picture on this page.) 

"Gosh, my DOy, the detectives could 
never identify that girl — never in the 
world." said the Inspector, as he held up 
the drawing and looked at it fixedly. 
"What is that — a photograph?" 

"No, sir, Chief ; that's a painting. Do 
you want a photograph of her?" 

The Inspector replied that photographs 
were better, but that, unfortunately, dozens 
of them were required, so that each detec- 
tive could have one. He figured that this 
information would sufficiently discourage 
the youth. 

But within two days the young lover 
was back with a stack of miscellaneous 
photographs! — also, a strong renewal of 
the offer of a reward of $100 for the dis- 
covery of the girl. ? 

This was getting to be too much of a 
good thing to suit Inspector Van Wagner. 
The Inspector took the youth out to Lieu- 
tenant McKay and turned the case over to 
him with due impressiveness. 

"Though we'll do all we can," the doughty 
lieutenant said, looking especially solemn, 
"you know there is a chance that the _ffiij 
took a ferry for Brooklyn. TITere s a ferry 
for Brooklyn that also leaves from South 
Ferry. Better report to Brooklyn Head- 
quarters also." 

In spite of the extensive facilities of the 
police departments of Staten Island and 
Brooklyn, so far the mysterious girl has 
not been found — though ever and anon tin- 
Inspector and Lieutenant McKay glance 
wistfully out of the window in the vain 
hope that they may see her strolling by. 
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Total Bargain 
Price Only 

$29-95 



8 Pc. 

Rich Satin Walnut Finish 

Yes, $1.00 brings it — a sensational bargain. A room full of 
furniture on a simply amazing offer. This is your opportunity 
to furnish your living room in handsome style and elegance 
on a most liberallmoney-saving, easy payment offer. Read: — 

$1.00 with cou- 
pon below 
brings this en- 




Thickly 
Padded 
Newest 
Curved 
Seats Up- 
holstered 
in Taupe 
Shade 
Rich 
atterned 
Velour 

Read 
Descrip- 
tion 



SO Days Trial 

tire 8 piece set to your home on 30 day3 free trial. 

Use it as your own for 30 days. See how comfort- 
able it is, how it beautifies your home. Note the 
massive, solid construction, the beautiful satin wal- 
nut finish — the fine upholstery and graceful lines. 
Compare it with anything you can buy locally at 
anywhere near the same price — even for spot cash. 
Then if not satisfied for any reason, return the set 
at our expense and we will refund your $1.00 at 
once, plus any freight charges you have paid. 



$ 22 a Month 



But if you de- 
cide to keep 
the set, start 



Faying only 
rock bottom 

price just for this sale— only $29.95— monthly payments so low 



and so convenient that you will scarcely feel them. A full 
year to pay— at the rate of only a few cents a day. We have 

FREE Bargain Catalog only a limited number of 

Shows thousands of bargains in 
furniture. Jewelry, carpets, rugs, 
curtains, silverware, phonographs, 
stoves, porch and lawn furniture, 
etc. Sent upon request, with or 
without order. 



sets for this sale — so send 
your order today. We take 
all the risk — costs you no- 
thing if not satisfied after 30 
days trial. No obligation. 
Send coupon today— now ! 




A Room 
Full oE Furniture 



Made of selected from in a rich satin walnut fin- 
ish; thickly padded newest curved seats uphol- 
stered in taupe shade rich patterned velour. 

extra seating. Curved seat 16H x 14 
inches. Height of back from seat to 



Library Table with bevelled edge 
top 36 x 23 inches; beautifully 

- in 



shaped apron. Well 



turned legs; „ 

braced. Legs cut out of two inch 
stock. Sturdy and dignified. 

Arm Rocker, a most comfortable 
rocker with comfortable curved seat 
— the newest type of construction 
for beauty and comfort. Seat 19x19 
inches; beautifully designed back 22 
inches high from seat to top; 
shapely arms. 

Arm Chair, massive stately com- 
fortable piece, with newest curved 
seat: shaped arms; turned legs; 
handsomely designed back. Seat 19x 
19 inches: 22 inches high from 
seat to top. 

Sewing Rocker, unusually attrac- 
tive and very handy for sewing or 




top 22 inches. 
Reception Chair, with newest 

curved »«<»t 16 1-2 x 14 In. Sturdily built; 
shapely back 22 In. high from scat to top. 

End Table; a most companionable 

table for any chair; 25 in. hlg-h wf 
"* sll MM 



& Schram 



«T Dept. A 427, 
♦ Chicago, III. 

Enclosed find $1. Ship 
special advertised 8-pc. 
Satin Walnut Finish Liv- 



beveled edce top 22 z 11 in. Well braced. 

Two Book Ends, add a finish- 4^ ing Room Set. I am to have 
log touch to foot tabu. ♦ 30 days free trial. If I keep the 

Entire aet shipped knocked *T Ht t « 1 will pay you $2.70 monthly, 
down construction Easily ^ If not satisfied I am to return the 
set within 30 days and you are to 
► refund my money and any freight 
charges I paid 

8-Picce Living Room Stt.'No. B913A, $29.95 
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DONT 
TURN 

your 

back on this 

BIG MONEY 

n Sf\ lt }y n t! ," s - you fellows who want r. ! jot* n 1 
i u M( ! Ni . Yl Z>*e this simple, easy itep that 
lias broiiRht $3,500 to $10,000 a yr.tr lob* to 
thousands of men no nnarter than iron Be a 
Cooke Trained Electrical Man fumrj into th« 
HiR-I'ay field ot Electricity — take row 
among the men who knock down $12 to $.*0 every 
day. You can do it! .s ltr r. you can! I ll show 
vou how— just as I've shown thousands like you 
who never knew a thing about electricity before 
they enrolled with mel 

/ Witt Train You at Home 
in Your Spare Time 

Don't give up your present job— don't lose a 
tinsle day s pay to learn Electricity. You don't 
hAVe ,£?) JJ! tr ?. ,n you ;,t homc - And 1 11 taifl 
you RIGHT I When you finish my Course you 
won t be merely an ordinary electrician — the 
c ommon Sf rew-dri\ > r" kind — but you'll be a 
I rained Man— the kind that bosses the l>itr jobs 
*.Sfl K . et *. the .. bl « »»oncy. For. with my fatuous 
Work Sheet and "Job Ticket" methods. I nivc 
\ou not, only th. theory, but the practical side of 
Electricity. You learn by doinjj. But you learn 
iiRht m your owo home. And all I want is a 
nttle of your *p.ne time. Give me half an hour 
•r more n day aud 1 11 teach you Electricity so 
thoroughly you 11 be amazed! 

Earn Money While Learning 

.That's one of the many things youll like about 
Cooke Training— you can cash in on it prac- 
• u.illy from the start. In just a few weeks I 
show you how you can begin earning spare-time 
money. I tell you where to set work, how to do 
it and what to ch »rKe. Hundreds of my "boys" 
pay for their Gaining this way and out money 
to the bank betides. And not only that, but all 
the tools and equipment you need to learn prop- 
2*£fcJ Ji ,! * .wfthoot extra charge— Six Rig 

Outfits of mat electrical instruments, and a 

real electric motor — not toys, but the real thing! 

Don't Wait— Get Started 
Mail Coupon This Minute! 



t 



■•• Opportiinitv ratline yon — th» U 
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fcr om ot the*t> big jolw Klerlricity n«-rd» 
vfU — w»nU you — will pay hU to get you' 
Dan t turn your back on big money! Get 
ftr\rt«d — rnnil coupon — let me arnd you. 

Hie Book of Fact* — let me prove 
I ean make ~ 
ipon— NOW"! 



L. L. COOKE, Chief Instruction 
Engineer, L. L. COOKE 
SCHOOL OF ELECTRICITY 
Dept. 6-A 
2150 Lawrence Ave. Chicago. III. 
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LOWELL AMES NORRIS, who gives 
the inside story of the capture of 
Charles Ponzi of Boston, under the 

title, The Millionaire Waiter, appearing 
on page 10, this issue, says that a news- 
paper man is essentially an ohserver and 
nol a participant, and that, he being a 
new spa per man, there is little that may be 
said about him which would be of interest 
to our readers. 

We know, however, that he began life 
in Boston in April. 1895. Later his folks 
moved to Braintree, Massachusetts, where, 
while still in grammar school he began 
writing for the local weekly paper in that 
town — formerly known, before he arrived, 
as the birthplace of two of our presidents 
namely, John Adams and John Quincy 
Adams, and where also the Sacco-Vanzetti 
shot was fired that was heard around the 
world. 

Morris continued writing throughout his 
high-school days, also managing a school 
paper. Then he wrote a play, which saw 
production, and won him a special course 
under Professor George P. Baker, then 
of Harvard University. Mr. Norn's says 
that he tried hard to become a business 
man after his school days were over, but 
made a miserable failure of it, the last 
day of his business career being the day 
of the Harvard-Dartmouth game of that 
particular year, when h<- hung a Harvard 
banner in the oflicc of his boss, who hap^ 
pened to be a Dartmouth man. Dart- 
mouth lost that day — and Morris says that 
he also lost lie worked on several small 
daily newspapers in Quincy and Brooklyn, 
then found himseli caught in the maelstrom 
of the Great War. After coming out of 
that, he became associated with Joe 
Mitchell Chappell, on Chappell's National 
Magasme. Then motion picture work 
caught his attention, after which he be- 
i Mine associated with the Boston Herald, 
writing special stories for the Sunday 
lid it ion. 

Speaking of newspaper work, Mr. 
X <>rris says that of course it is more or 
Less routine and that there are interesting 
stories, and other stories that are not so 
interesting, but that generally his experi- 
ence has been that the most interesting part 
of any story is the part that cannot be 
published. 

It is possible that some of our readers 
might be interested to know just what a 
newspaper man's life consists of when he 
is at work, especially a feature writer. 
Asked to explain how it goes in his case, 
Mr. Norris said : 

"Blinding lightning, deafening thunder, 
and driving rain in the midst of lonely 
mountains at Henniker, New Hampshire, 
standing under wrenching, creaking trees 
on an almost forgotten dirt road once 
traveled by Lafayette, waiting for the 
ghost of Ocean-Borne Mary to arrive at 
the haunted well in her phantom coach, 
drawn by specter steeds. Aboard a pitch- 
ing, tossing tug on rolling seas, re-living 
the horrible journey of a diver into the 
compartments of the ill-fated submarine, 
S-51. where dead men rose to greet me. 

"Driving a taxicab on the streets of a 
crowded city, or else plunging through 
squalid alleys into unlighted cellars with 
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the raiding squad, creeping up flight after 
flight of stairs in the darkness, revolvers 
drawn, halt expecting, half fearing a sud- 
denly opened door and a fusillade of bul- 
lets. 

"One never know s where the next story 
is going to break. Perhaps a day with 
Carrie Jacobs Bond, composer of A Per- 
fect Day. An interview with the Speaker 
of the House of Representatives! Nicholas 
Longworth. genial and debonair, between 
courses of a dinner, and later a trip about 
town in my machine. Again, Donald 
McMillan leaving for the North Pole, or 
Olga Petrova, Ann Pennington. Edna Wal- 
lace Hopper, or perchance Miss America 
in her dressing-room back stage, as <lu 
hurries into another costume between 
changes. 

"And then from music, bright lights, and 
spangles to the bedside of the destitute 
'Hot- Dog King,' who gave free bow- 
wows to the kiddies at Christmas. Or a 
trip to the humble shack of a dishwasher, 
once the greatest bare-back rider in the 
w«»r!d — coming back for pastry and coffee 
on marble-topped tables with a Hindu 
prince, traveling incognito. A reception 
by Ex-President Taft. staged for service 
men. A brief peep into a broadcasting 
studio for a friendly chat with artists 
before they go on the air. An interview 
with August, vtaitre d'hotel at the Ritz- 
Carlton, Boston, one-time personal at- 
tendant to King Edward and Kaiser Wlt- 
helm, the man who bet on losing horses 
from tips furnished by the Prince of 
Wales, and helped make Clemenceau, 'the 
Hger.' take his medicine like a little lamb. 

"Such is the daily grind of a feature 
writer on a metropolitan newspaper. 

"My greatest thrill, I think, came when 
one of my stories helped to save a well- 
known woman from +k± poui -lirjuse — a 
woman whose name 1 cannot give. May 
she rest in peace. 

"Concerning the Ponzi affair, I have 
tried to express the real part Inspector 
Mitchell played. He was the guiding 
hand, back of it all — the invisible, long 
arm of the law that reached out and 
finally caught the slippery 'Wizard of 
School Street.' In my judgment it was 
a fine piece of work, for which he deserves 
full credit." 
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Folds Like 
a Suitcase 

with snap locks 
and carrying 
handle. So light 
and convenient— 
easily carried 
wherever you 
want it Take it 
along to parties 
where you want to 
dance and sing, 
or listen to good 
musicTake it with 
you on trips. Holds 
15 records. Weighs 
only 17 lbs. Full size* 
not a toy. 
When you play it, put 
it on the table, on the 
floor— anywhere that 
is handy. And when 
not in use, fold it up 
if you wish and put 
it away. You don't 
have to Rive up any 
space to this portable 
phonograph. 



We Guarantee: 




I Yes, we'll send this Puritone 
[portable phonograph outfit, 
'with 30 high grade selections, 
15 double face 75c records, to your home on 30 days' trial for only $1.00 with the coupon. 
Use it as your own and see what a wonderful convenience it is to have a phonograph that 
you can carry from room to room, from place to place, wherever and whenever you want it. 



30 Days Trial 



that you get everything 
in this phonograph so far 
as concerns music reproduction that a $250 phonograph 
can give you. True, you don't get the big furniture, 
but you do get (and we guarantee it) the exact repro- 
ducer, the exact style of tone arm and the same grade 



useful than an ordinary phonograph 
and 15 high-grade, up-to-date, double 
face records — (30 selections) a com- 
plete outfit, ready to play for only 
$26.85! 



ortable Phonograph 

plays any make of 10-inch disc records Including Edison, and 

Slays two ten-Inch records with one winding. Weighs 17 Ibe. 
Waterproof imitation leather case, with hinged lid. closes up 
'like a small suitcase with snap locks and carrying handle. 
Measures 14 * J x 112 x 7 1 \ in. Records placed Inside of lid and 
secured so they will not rattle or break. Holds 15 records. Baa 

Suict spring motor, tone arm and reproducer with indestructible 
. iaphragm and wide throat for full sound volume. Reproducer 
Is reversible for Edison records. Outfit Includes 15 double face 75e 
New Electric Process records— 30 selections. A complete record li- 
brary without buying a singleonel Shpg.wgt. packed about 25 lbs. 
Order by No. W8824JA~only $1.00 with co. 
$2.60 monthly. Total price, $26.85. 
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^ ec ^ fiAnd TVOW ! Straus &Schram,Dept A-927 Chicago, 111. 

- tkl beat Ul music tot any DhonO- iJvllU iM \J | Enclosed find $1. Ship special advertised Porltone Portable Phonograph 

— > UM beat ID music mat any pnono- _ . . . Z with 15 Double Face IScNew Electric /Yoceea iecorde-30 eelert&iiM 

_ am to have 30 days free trial. If 1 keep the outfit. I will pay you 12.60 

■ monthly. If not satisfied, I am to return the phonograph and records 

■ within 30 days and you are to refund my dollar and express charges I 

■ paid. Puritone Portable Phonograph and IS Double 
Face Records. W3824JA, $26.83 

■ 

■ Name.. 



Month 



Use the outfiit on 30 days* trial, on that guarantee. If 
within 30 days you decide not to keep the outfit, send 
it back and we'll refund your $1.00 plus all trans- 
portation charges. If you keep it, pay only $2.60 a 
month until you have paid that sensational price on 
this special sale— only $26.85. Think of it, a first-class 
high grade phonograph, more convenient and more 



Seize this opportunity on this special 
sale, while it lasts. Only $1.00 with the 
coupon brings the complete outfit on 
30 days' trial. Remember, 15 Double 
Face 75c New Electric Process records. 
30 up-to-date selections — are included 
with this outfit. Send the coupon NOW. 

FREE Catalog 

of home furnishings sent on request 
with or without order. See coupon. 
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■ or Box No 



Straus & Schram, Dept. A-927 Chicago,!!!.; 
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■ 
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Price Anywhere 




Luxurious Overstuffed Velour Suite 

NEW! New beauty, new style, new luxury, Th is one is slightly smaller in 
new comfort in a fine 3-piece overstuff ed par- si :e — but bigger in real com- 
lor suite. The new curving lines, the new side fort and BIGGER IN VAL- 
wings— the new contrast of plain Blue Ve- UE too. We cut corners on 
lour arms and ends, against Blue a nd Taupe costs without sacrificing qual- 
Figured Velour seats, backs and wings. ity — cut our profit, too! — to 

And aboveallelse.anewfcwCREDITprice, $49.95 g ive bi ^ er va ' ue to vou - 



A Year 
To Pay 




nothing— you stand to gain every- 

And here's the new Idea. The davenport thing in home happiness. seats-guarantees perfect comfort and long wear, 

is G3 inches wide, instead of 72 inches. Davenport rocker and wins chair Note the size of these pieces: Davenport 

(You'll have to measure it yourself before have comfortable side wings. The de- T^ i<J r fc , h ° ver *"' 63 L inches A ^tween arms, 52 inches. 

^ubelieveit'snotaslargeasthe$8omode s.) Jfehtfo] curved backs invitllazy loung- £S?nck^ 

Kemovable Cushions have been eliminated fag. The sturdy hardwood frames are in rich Read these measurements over apain. Convince your- 

— new smartness of line gained. Simple— Brown Mahogany finish. You will love the way self that these pieces are the ideal size— most comfort- 

isn'tit? Why wasn't it thought of long ago? Just theserviceableblueandtaupeFiguredVelouria able of all for the modern home !Then send only $1. Use 

think how easy it is to save folks $35 on their tailored over the backs, wings and trim seats- ^^Iftl^tfT^^^^t^^i H fig T? * *ft 

living room furniture. Smaller homes, smaller so smooth and snug. For contrast there is plain ^^ u ^^^^^^^^ 

rooms are coming into vogue— smaller suites, too. BlueVelourovertherollarmsandoutsideends. both ways. 
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1278 Bargains. Bitter than 
ever. Savings of 
25 to eO^o. All on 
easy CREDIT. A 
year or more to 
pay. Everything 
or your nome. 
Everything on 
30 Days FREE 
trial. Furniture, 
Rugs, Lamps, 

"""lairs. Davenports, 
•Is. Curtains, Dish- 
es. Silverware. Stores, 
Linoloum. Bargain 
Street at your door. 
Mail the coupon — now. 
No obligation to buy. 
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Where Is It? 

By George William Wilder 

THERE is such a thing as getting a thrill out of committing a crime, if 
one is to believe certain fiction writers. It's the big gamble. It is win 
or lose all — with the stakes high. From that comes the thrill. 

But — is it so? Is there any lure in crime from this angle? Could this be said 
to be one of its contributing causes? 

To account for crime's present popularity, we will have to look further than 
this for a cause. If there is, by chance, any thrill in committing a crime, that, in 
itself, is not the complete story, and no one can know this better than the criminal 
himself. One inevitable phase, in which there certainly can be no thrill, is the 
prison sentence, which, if it is not already being served, is always hanging over 
every crook. 

If not caught, is there any thrill in being chased by a policeman, or trailed 
by a detective? If one is successful — in burglary, let us say — it would seem that 
if there is any thrill in the game at all, then it ought to be in spending the money 
one has not had to work for. Yet — does the criminal ordinarily get a thrill out 
of spending his ill-gotten gains? In most cases, it is safe to say he does not. 

The world's best-known woman crook, or ex-crook, wrote a letter to us the 
other day and in her letter stated that some persons still seem to think the criminal 
gets a thrill out of pulling 51 "job." She said, in commenting on this: "It's the 
bunk." 

Down in our hearts we all know 4 It's the bunk." 

Another ex-criminal writes us: "It's not 'thrills' one gets — it's 'chills'." 
He's right, too — at least, he. speaks out of a rich experience in that line, having 
spent ten years in crime, and double that time in prison. He ought to know. 

Taken all in all, it seems to be the person who reads about the criminal's 
exploits who gets the thrill, if any. The criminal, for his part, can count on 
demoralization of his own principles and ideals, if he ever possessed these. He 
can count oh making himself into a furtive, worthless being who has to watch 
everyone for his own protection, not excluding his own friends in this, while in 
the meantime he is ostracized from association with men of self-respect. He 
lives a life constantly subject to sudden disaster, with the rewards precarious, to 
say the least, and in no way commensurate with the risks. And then, if he 
follows the game long enough, at the end of the long trail, his lot is a bare prison 
cell, with only his own thoughts of a wasted life for company. 

Is there any thrill in any of this, worthy the name? If so, where is it? 



The MILLIONAIRE 




(Above) Police In- 
spector John F. 
Mitchell, the man be- 
hind the guns in the 
"big hunt" 



(At right and below) 
The fateful "mus- 
tache mug" picture, 
which was destined 
to cause Ponzi so 
much misery, years 
after he had posed for 
it. This photograph, 
from the Rogues' 
Gallery at Montreal, 
Canada, was taken by 
the police authorities 
there on August 31, 
1908, when Charles 
"Ponse," alias "Bian- 
chi," was arrested on 
a charge of forgery 





CHARLES PONZI had escaped ! 
Over land and sea, wireless messages were dis- 
patched by frantic officials at Police Headquarters, 
and from the Attorney-General's office in Boston, 
Massachusetts. 

Ponzi, the dapper Italian "Financial Wizard of School 
Street," was wanted by the police ! 

Back in 1919, everybody knew Charles Ponzi. His name 
was on the tongue of almost every man and woman in the 
United States. He had come to this country to make money. 
He had peddled fruit, waited on table, worked as a clerk — 
and, incidentally, which was not so widely known, had 
served time at Atlanta Federal Penitentiary for smuggling 
Chinamen. Now he declared he had gotten hold of the "Big 
Idea." And this "Big Idea" was so vast, so audacious in 
conception that the financial world stood aghast. It seemed 
impossible — a mad figment of the imagination. 

Ponzi, it was rumored, had started his career 
on a five-cent postage stamp, but whether that 
was true or not, he had now rolled up a busi- 
ness, based upon the profits said to have ac- 
crued from the difference in value between 
foreign and domestic exchange notes in Inter- 
national Reply Coupons, which called for pay- 
ments aggregating the stupendous amount of 
fourteen million dollars. 

Charles Ponzi promised a profit of 50% in 
45 days ! 

The news spread. 

Money poured in so fast that it had to be 
stored in waste baskets. Vehicular traffic on 
School Street was stopped for two days while 
investors, with fists full of money, fought to 
get into Ponzi's office. 

Police were called to keep the crowds in line. 
Charles Ponzi was riding on top of the 
world. He bought a magnificent house in 



NOTE: Romance, gun-play, disguises, exciting chases, an 
attempted jail delivery, and the use of that modern sleuth of the 
air, wireless transmission — in fact, all the necessary mechanical 
devices of a successful detective thriller — go to make up the 
real, inside story of Charles Ponzi s escape, and the country- 
wide search for him — one of the most intensive man-hunts ever 
undertaken in the United States. The amazing, true story of 
how this search was conducted, and especially the strange inci- 
dents that took place in connection with PonzVs own actions 
while he thought lie was safe beyond the clutches of the hated 
law, form a romantic story with a genuine thrill. It is here 
given to the public for the first time in any magazine, by a 
Boston newspaper man, the writer of this article, as revealed 
by that master-detective himself, who had direct charge of the 
man-hunt— Police Inspector John F. Mitchell, of Boston. 
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WAITER 



By Lowell Ames Norris, 

of the Boston SUNDAY HERALD 



Lexington, Massachusetts. He drove about in an expensive 
limousine. He installed a staff of servants at his home, and 
bought his wife magnificent jewels. Somebody named a 
five-cent cigar after him. It was even intimated that he 
might run for the office of Governor of Massachusetts. 

Then the Government, always inconsiderate in cases of this 
kind, grew suspicious. Investigations were started. In- 
vestors who had mortgaged homes and automobiles, to get 
in on this get-rich-quick scheme, grew alarmed. A 41 run" 
started, but the first notes presented for payment were 
promptly paid. 

More money poured into Ponzi's coffers. Policemen who 
were called to quell a near-riot, stayed and invested ! Offi- 
cials became frankly puzzled. Ponzi claimed he had secret 
agents stationed in all countries, buying International Reply 
Coupons by ways in which it would be impossible to trace. 
Foreign countries became worried. It looked as though ex- 
isting financial standards of interest might be turned topsy- 




I 



(Above) The smiling Charles Ponzi that Boston knew 
and liked during the brief existence of the famous 
"Ponzi Bubble/* when its creator was riding on the 

crest of the wave 
(Below) "50 per cent, in 45 days!" A section of the 
crowds that daily surged around Ponzi's offices in 
old Pi Alley, all seeking to "get rich quick with Ponzi" 



turvy. Investigators hesitated about calling Ponzi's scheme 
fraudulent. They honestly didn't know but that he might 
have discovered some "secret" way of manipulating the for- 
eign exchange. 

However, patient investigation proved his operations to 
be fraudulent — and the crash came. Ponzi was convicted of 
using the mails to defraud, and received a sentence of five 
years. The Hanover Trust Company, and several other 
Boston banks, closed as a result of these wild speculations. 
Investors who had made enormous profits were forced to 
make restitution. Ponzi went to jail. When released, he 
was rearrested, and faced state indictment. There were 
more trials and delays. 

Ponzi went to Florida and announced to the world that 
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he would sell house lots, at $10.00 a lot, to pay back his in- 
vestors. Money Mowed in, and more trouble followed. He 
was ordered back to Massachusetts to stand trial and — mys- 
teriously disappeared. 
The man-hunt was on. 

Charles Ponzi had become a fugitive from justice. 

Once again the "Wizard" occupied front-page space in 
all of the newspapers. There were plenty of rumors con- 
cerning his whereabouts. Most of these rumors were care- 
fully investigated. It was said he had been entertained at a 
roadhouse in New Hampshire. Later he had vanished in 
the direction of the Canadian border, driving an expensive, 
speedy roadster. 

Others said 
he was in 
Florida. There 
were reports 
he had been 
seen in Paris, 
and one corre- 
spondent even 
insisted that 
he was in 
Rome. It be- 
gan to look a* 
though Charles 
Ponzi had es- 
caped. 

In Boston, 
disgruntled 
and disillu- 
sioned invest- 
ors demanded 
action. Police 
Inspector John 
F. Mitchell 
was assigned 
to the case. 

MEANWHILE, down 
on the Gulf of 
Mexico the Sic Vos Non 
Yobis, a foreign ship 
flying the Italian flag, 
was leisurely making her 
way towards Galveston, 
the last port of call but 
two, before returning to 
Italy. 

On board, disguised as 
a waiter, was Charles 
Ponzi, man of mystery. 

He had escaped the man-hunt by a very clever scheme. 

When the news came that he was wanted back in Massa- 
chusetts, Ponzi was in Tampa. Florida. By luck he hap- 
pened to meet an old friertd of his from Boston, one Italian 
Joe. To him he explained his plight. 

' I ll do my best," Joe promised him, "but I don't know 
what that will be. Lie low for a time, and Til see what I 
can do." 

A little later Joe sought Ponzi again. This time his face 
was wreathed in smiles. 

"I think it can be arranged/' he said. "There's an Italian 
ship in port, the Sic Vos Non Vobis. She's returning to 
Italy within several weeks. I think I can get you a job on 
board of her, as a waiter. Shall I try it ?" 

"Yes, yes," said Ponzi, "only hurry." 

Wires were pulled and Charles Ponzi found himself on 
board the Italian ship, headed eventually for his native land 
and freedom. Charles Ponzi, the foppish, smooth-faced 
American, had" disappeared; in his place was "Andrea 
Luciana," dressed in the rough clothing of an ordinary sea- 
man. It was a good disguise. Head and eyebrows were 




shaved; he wore long side-whiskers ami a mustache. "Luci- 
ana" was apparently what he represented himself to be — an 
ignorant foreigner who understood no English, and was 
not particularly bright. 

The ship sailed from Tampa. Ponzi breathed a sigh of 
relief as he saw the shore recede in the distance. That night 
he became acquainted with the young wireless operator 
on board the ship. Day by day he cultivated a friendship 
with this native-born Italian, until they were upon intimate 
terms. 

Night after night he "listened in" on the wireless, and 
heard the police searching for one Charles Ponzi. The 
Italian wireless" operator said that the country seemed quite 

disturbed about this man 
Ponzi, and "Luciana" 
smiled. 

He was safe. His 
scheme had worked. His 
exaltation grew as he 
learned he had been lo- 
cated first in one place, 
and then in another. The 
stupid American police 
had been completely 
fooled and he, Charles 
Ponzi, had done it. 

He was 
safe ! Safe I 

But Ponzi, 
who had so 
successfully 
shut tight all 
avenues of in- 
formation for 
the time be- 
ing, had over- 
looked the 
most impor- 
tant factor of 
a 1 1, w h i c h 
would make 
his escape a 
success or a 
failure. He 
had neglected 
to take his 
own egotism 
and conceit 
into considera- 
tion. And this 
egotism came 
to the fore- 
front as he saw safety within his grasp, and realized that 
once more he had outwitted the Massachusetts authorities. 

This feeling grew more intense as the police messages 
became more urgent, and Ponzi appreciated the situation. 
Finally he grew so pleased with himself that he was unable 
to keep his identity a secret any longer. 

He was up in the wireless room. He had just listened to 
a long message reporting his whereabouts in some middle- 
western city, and heard with gusto the steps being taken to 
bring about his arrest. 

"That chap Ponzi is giving the police a long chase," said 
the operator as he removed the ear-phones from his head 
for a few moments. "He's a bright chap." 

"You think so?" Ponzi glowed as he heard this praise of 
himself. "You think so?" 

Something in Ponzi's tone made the operator turn. 
"Of course I think so!" he replied emphatically. "He is 
sure one clever guy." 

"Listen," Ponzi said so N itly, looking around to make sure 
they were not overheard. "If I tell you something very 
secret, will you promise to keep your mouth shut ?" 



( Below) Bank draft 
covering purchase of Italian 
lire at Genoa 
(Above) Two purchasers' receipts 
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The operator nodded. Ponzi bent still closer. 
"Do you know who I am?" he asked. The operator 
smiled. 

"Andrea Luciana, the waiter/' he said. 
"Not at all. I am Charles Ponzi, the financial wizard." 
The operator started. A gleam of admiration came into 
his eyes. 

"Not the Charles Ponzi the police are looking for?" 
"The same/' replied Ponzi proudly — "but don't you 
breathe a word of it to a soul." 

The operator swore by all he held sacred. 
And then Ponzi talked. 

DOLICE COMMISSIONER Edwin U. Cur- 
A tis, of Boston, knew what he was doing in 
assigning Police Inspector John F. Mit- 
chell to the State Attorney-General's 
office, when the world-wide hunt for 
Ponzi started. Mitchell had a reputa- 
tion of always "getting his man." 
It was Mitchell who uncovered the 
famous automobile ring which en- 
circled New England. It was 
Mitchell who brought to a suc- 
cessful unraveling several Boston 
blackmailing plots not so long ago. 

When Ponzi refused to return 
to Massachusetts and serve his sen- 
tence, Inspector Mitchell set the 
wheels of justice in motion. It was 
all done very quietly; too 
much publicity would have 
defeated his purpose. 
Ponzi had boasted he 
would never come back to 
Massachusetts to serve 
time; Mitchell intended to 
see that Ponzi did 
return to Massa- 
chusetts and serve 
his sentence. 

The police of- 
ficer was an ex- 
perienced man- 
hunter. He had 
run down and 
captured his 
quarry too often 
to be dismayed 
Jit Ponzi's disap- 
pearance. And 
besides, he knew 
Charles Ponzi's 
weakness. 

So Inspector 
Mitchell proceed- 
ed in leisurely 
fashion. In a 
conference with 
Attorney -General 
Jay Benton and 
District Attorney 

Thomas C. O'Brien, he suggested that "wanted" circulars 
be sent out to police departments throughout the world. 

The officer took his time; he intended to be thorough. It 
was decided that Europe, in particular, should be heavily 
circularized because of the belief that Ponzi had gone to one 
of the many countries there. For the first time since Ponzi's 
disappearance, the toils of the law were slowly but surely 
closing on "the wizard." All unknowingly, Ponzi had made 
another serious mistake. He had forgotten the fact that 
back in 1908 he had grown a mustache. But for that, he 
might have bluffed his way to freedom. 




(Below) Crowds waiting for Ponzi to leave the court house in Pember- 
ton Square, after his conviction and sentence to the Plymouth (Mass.) 

jail, in August, 1920, for illegal use of the United States mails 
* Above) Charles Ponzi bidding Boston farewell as he started for Ply- 
mouth to serve his five-year sentence 



Mitchell spent a lot of time, and put in a great deal of 
thought, on that police circular. Several conferences were 
held on the best way to circularize Ponzi. Boston knew 
him as a clean-shaven chap, but Inspector Mitchell recalled 
that back in 1908, when he was arrested in Montreal for 
check-forgery and "mugged" for the Rogues' Gallery, he 
had worn a mustache. 

A mustache is a common disguise, and Inspector Mitchell 
acted upon the theory that Ponzi had forgotten all about 
this episode back in 1908. After much deliberation it was 
decided that the best and surest way to get Ponzi was to 
send out his description with the Montreal Rogues' Gallery 
picture. (See lower photograph on page 10.) However, 
unwilling to take chances, another circular, with 
a picture showing Ponzi smooth-shaven, was 
sent along with it. 

The circulars went out. Inspector 
Mitchell settled back to await develop- 
ments. 

One of the circulars, scattered to the 
four corners of the world, found its 
way, eventually, into the City Room 
of a Texas newspaper office. 

Ponzi's luck still held. 
Nothing happened at Galves- 
ton to arouse his suspicions. The 
police knew nothing. Of that he 
was certain. After a brief touch at 
Houston, only one more port of call 
remained before the prow 
of the Italian ship would 
at last be turned towards 
Italy — and certain free- 
dom. 

Ponzi grew a trifle care- 
less. He made still an- 
other mistake. He 
let drop the fact 
that he under- 
stood English and 
the Captain, who 
• happened to over- 
hear the remark, 
subconsciously 
made a mental note 
of it. It might be 
useful to have an 
interpreter on 
board in case 
of trouble with 
the Customs. Not 
that he expected 
any trouble ; but 
it was just as 
well to be pre- 
pared. 

Day by day, as 
the chances of 
arrest grew less 
and less, Ponzi's 
egotism grew 

more and more pronounced. To him, his freedom was sure. 

"Those American police are fools," Ponzi repeated time 
after time to the wireless operator, now his confidant. "I 
have nothing to fear now — absolutely nothing." 

And the operator agreed with him, whole-heartedly. 

He was proud of his compatriot, and even more vain of 
the confidence that Ponzi reposed in him. He read the 
police messages, which he still occasionally intercepted, with 
much zest and amusement as he realized that he, and he 
alone, was aware of the identity and whereabouts of the 
man who had aroused the police all over the world. 
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If he had only had some confidant to whom he could 
have boasted a trifle about this knowledge, his contentment 
would have been complete. It was not often that a wireless 
operator was the bosom friend of as famous a man as 
Charles Ponzi. But, of course, he would remain silent. 
Hadn't he given his word? 

'"THE ship put into Houston, where it was scheduled to 
* remain only a few hours. The wireless operator planned 
to do a little shopping on shore. Ponzi met him just as he 
left his state-room. 

''Remember," he said in a low voice, "not a word !" 
"Of course not !" the operator replied, a little hurt at this 
implied lack of confidence. "Haven't I promised?" 

And with that, Ponzi had to be content. He walked over 
to the gang-plank and watched the operator out of sight. 
Then he turned away with a sigh. He would have liked to 
have gone ashore with him. but that was too much ri>k. 
freedom so 



with 
near, 
felt 
little 




although he 
there was 
chance of 
discovery from 
the police. They 
were too stupid. 
Still, it was just 
as well to take 
no chances. He 
reluctantly left 
the deck and went 
below. 

The operator 
drew a deep sigh 
of relief as his 
f^et touched solid 
ground, and he 
heard the din of 
traffic a few 
blocks distant. It 
was good to be 
on land again, 
even if it was in 
a strange city 
where he knew 
no one. 

Then happened 
one of those un- 
explainable things 
that readers of 
fiction would call 
far-fetched, yet 
they occur fre- 
quently in real 
life. As the oper- 
ator turned the 
corner, he bumped 
into an old ac- 
quaintance from 
Boston — John Smith, 
city. 

The wireless operator was overjoyed at the meeting. He 
learned that Smith was now a resident of Houston, and was 
a ship chandler. His tongue continued to wag. He felt ex- 
tremely friendly to this one man whom he knew in this city. 
Without thinking, in a burst of confidence he confided the 
secret he had promised never to reveal — Charles Ponzi was 
on his ship, disguised as a waiter. 

Smith was apparently unimpressed. He dismissed the 
subject without comment, and turned to other topics. But 
Smith did some quick thinking as he carried on a light con- 
versation with the unsuspecting operator. He knew Charles 
Ponzi was wanted by the police; he knew also there was 
little chance of extradition if he once got to Italy. 



Ponzi (center) as he looked on his arrival in Texas with his 
captors (left). Deputy Sheriff Bert Lacy and (right) Sheriff 
T. A. Binford, who held him awaiting the arrival of Police 
Inspector Mitchell from Boston 



a former Customs officer from that 



"Can't you meet me tonight for supper and a show ?" 
Smith asked finally. The operator's face clouded with dis- 
appointment. He was very sorry, but it would be impossible. 
The ship was sailing just as soon as they took their cargo 
on board — a matter of only an hour or two. Smith's eyelids 
barely flickered at this intelligence. Another time per- 
haps 

Smith was no longer interested in the operator. He had 
learned what he wanted, and there was little time in which 
to act. He glanced at his watch, pleading a previous en- 
gagement. The two men chatted a few seconds longer, and 
then parted. Smith waited until the Italian was out of sight. 
Then he hurried to the Sheriff's office. 

"Charles Ponzi is on board an Italian ship in the harbor," 
he said, as he burst into the Sheriff's office. 

"Is that so?" said the Sheriff, "and who is Charles Ponzi ?" 
Smith explained as best he could, but the Sheriff took 
little interest, and refused to take any action. He was sure 

it was a case of 
mistaken identity ; 
he doubted his 
authority to 
board a foreign 

vessel 

"I don't reckon 
there's anything 
we can do, 
Smith," he said 
at last. "We'd 
best keep out of 
it. Let Massa- 
chusetts get her 
own criminals. 
We have enough 
right here to keep 
us busy." 

Undismayed, 
Smith took his 
leave and started 
for the newspaper 
offices. Time was 
growing short. 
At the Houston 
Press he met 
City Editor 
Webb C. Artz, 
and in Artz found 
an interested lis- 
tener. He told 
him the entire 
story. 

"Sure, I know 
about Ponzi," said 
Artz, fumbling 
among some 
papers on his 
littered desk. 
"Here's the po- 
lice circular that the Attorney-General's office sent me some 
time ago." 

"Ponzi is on that boat," said Smith earnestly. "I'm cer- 
tain of that." 

U TF he is, we're going to nab him," promised Artz — 
* "foreign ship, or no foreign ship. We should worry 
about that. If it's really Ponzi, it's a whale of a story, and 
one that every newspaper from coast to coast will play up 
in banner heads. And you say the boat is only here for a 
short time? Let's go!" 

Smith and Artz returned to the Sheriff's orifice. That 
official was still there. This time Artz did the talking. He 
was terse and to the point. He used very few words, and 
those few he did use were eloquent. (Continued on page 59) 



The CLUE 

of the 

CRIMSON STAIN 

A spot of blood on the window-sill was the only clue 
to the prowling menace that had snuffed out the 
life of Victor Brooks, young Philadelphia 
broker. Was that enough for 
Detective Fynes? 

By Detective Sergeant Bernard Fynes 

,4s told to Edwin A. Goewey 



AT Inspector Burke's suggestion, I stopped by old man 
Hatton's house about midnight to give things the 
JL once-over. A reception — in honor of the return 
of Hatton's daughter. Madeline, from a year's 
honeymoon in Europe — was in progress there. 

As Hatton was a multimillionaire, and his daughter's 
husband, Victor Brooks, was a wealthy Philadelphia broker, 
their personal affairs were made a matter of public informa- 
tion by the newspapers, and I was well acquainted with 
the romantic story of Madeline's elopement with Brooks 
and of Hatton's subsequent forgiveness of them. Hatton 
had only one other child — another daughter, somewhat 
older, who was a paralytic. 

When I arrived at the house, I found that Clancey, the 
policeman on the beat, was keeping a close lookout on the 
place. He reported that everything was dead quiet, and that 
reporters and the rubber-necks had departed early. The 
guests, he thought, would be starting for home before long. 

"Better keep an eye on the place until they're all gone," 
I said. "Some porch-climber might try to take advantage 
of the excitement to sneak in for a quick clean-up." 

Relighting my cigar, I was just starting away — when a 
series of frightened screams came from the house! 

As I whirled, the front doors were thrown open, and a 
maid appeared at the top of the steps, crying, "Police!" 

The next instant she was seized by a man, who pulled 
her inside and then ran down the steps toward us. I met 
him half-way. I knew by his dress that he was a servant. 
"I'm Detective Fynes," I said. "What's the matter?" 
He was so unnerved that he could hardly speak. "Quick !" 
he rasped. "It-it's murder !" 
"What do you mean — who—" 
"Mr. Brooks! Somebody's killed Mr. Brooks!" 
"My God!" I cried. Then, without a moment's delay, 
I turned to Clancey and said as calmly as I could: "Call 
the Station for the Inspector. Then come inside." 

I ran up the steps and into the reception hall, which was 
a scene of wild confusion. A frightened crowd was milling 
about in front of the stairway leading to the floors above, 



while other guests were banked in the doorways opening 
into the great ball-room. 

Only one person appeared to have kept his head. He was 
Billy Dale, son of the automobile manufacturer. He and I 
were acquainted. I made my way to his side, admiring the 
manner in which he was trying to restore orcter. 

I touched his arm. 

He wheeled, and looked at me. "Hello, Bernie!" he said. 
"I'm glad somebody with a cool head has arrived !" Then, 
raising his voice in an effort to make the crowd listen, he 
shouted, "Ladies and gentlemen! This is Detective Fynes. 
He will take charge." 

Clancey had just entered the house, and with his help I 
herded the guests into the ball-room. I told Clancey to 
stand at the door and let no one out. Then I singled out 
the coolest-looking servant in sight, and placed him to guard 
the front door until the Inspector and his assistants arrived. 

YY/ITH Dale as my guide, I started up-stairs. He led 
™ me to the body, which lay, face up, in front of a 
curtained door, about fifteen feet from the head of the 
staircase. A quick examination showed me that he had 
been stabbed in the back and that death had been practically 
instantaneous. No knife or dagger was in sight. I noticed 
that several packages of cigarettes were scattered about. . 

I turned away. "All right. Dale, tell me what you know," 
I said. 

In his usual crisp, business-like tones, he gave me a 
sketch of the events, so far as he was acquainted with what 
had happened. 

Brooks and Madeline had arrived only that morning on 
the Arconia, and the reception was arranged so that society 
might welcome them formally. Everything had gone 
smoothly until only a few minutes before. Then Brooks 
had announced that he had brought several cartons of 
cigarettes from Turkey for his friends. Before dancing 
was resumed, he went up-stairs to get them. 

"It appeared to me that he was gone a considerable time," 
Dale went on, "but he had explained that the cigarettes were 
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in a trunk he had not unpacked. Suddenly there was a 
terrible shriek from the upper hallway. Madeline and I 
were the only ones who went up — Hatton kept the others 
back. We found him dead — as you see him there. Made- 
line threw herself upon him, touched his face, and then 
collapsed, unconscious. At that moment, her maid, Lucy, 
appeared — from where, 1 don't know. Together, we car- 
ried Madeline to her room, and placed her on a couch. 
She's still there, with her father and Doctor Logan, who 
was one of the guests, and who has been the family 
physician for years. Before going to Madeline's room, the 
Doctor examined Victor, and found him past human aid." 
"Is Mrs. Brooks' sister with her?" 

"No. Marie is completely paralyzed, 
and can't even lift a ringer. She has 
been so for nearly a year." 
"Did you find the knife?" 
"No. Just glanced around here, and 
saw nothing. Haven't 

had time " 

"Anything stolen?" 
"I don't know." 
Bending down, I 




For an instant 
I caught sight 
of the face 



looked again at the wound in the dead man's back. The 
knife had entered his body just below the left shoulder, and 
had penetrated to his heart. It was a strong, sure blow — 
and the wielder must have possessed considerable strength 
to withdraw the weapon from the wound. 

I pushed back the curtains from the doorway, revealing 
a part of the great room beyond. However, it was un- 
lighted, so I could not see far. Dropping to my knees, I 
began studying the floor near the rug upon which Brooks 
lay. Instantly I received a real jolt. Small stains, indicat- 
ing where blood had dropped from the knife, were visible 
just inside the doorway. 

"/^\UICK, Dale, turn on the lights, if you know where 
the switch is." 
He shot past me, and the room was flooded with illumina- 
tion. 

Crawling along, I found more of the stains. 

"Look," I said, "the killer went through here. Fast, 
now — give me the layout of this floor, the number of suites, 
and the location of stairways." 

"This room, the family lounging-room, is directly in the 
front of the house. To the left are the quarters which 



Victor and Madeline occupied — the guest suite. To the 
right are the rooms of the invalid daughter. Hatton oc- 
cupies those in the rear. There is a back stairway, inside 
the house, running from the yard to the roof, with doors 
opening on each floor." 

"Then a sneak could have gotten in that way?" 

"Yes, but there are also fire-escapes on each side of the 
house, and in the rear. The platforms are unusually wide, 
like balconies. Note that all the windows of this room are 
open. A person could have come in, and gone out, through 
one of them." 

At that moment Hatton entered, but before I could 
question him, the doors opening into the invalid's rooms 
were pushed open, and Doctor Logan entered, leading an 
elderly woman, white of hair, her features ghastly and 
twitching. I guessed that she was the paralyzed daughter's 
nurse. 

"What is it, Logan?" Hatton asked tensely. "Marie is 
all right?" 

"Yes, pretty calm now. I've given her something for 
her nerves. But she got an awful scare." 
"What do you mean?" I asked. 

"The man who killed Brooks made his escape through 
her room," Doctor Logan said briskly. 
"What?" I shouted. 

"Come, Lisa." Logan shook the nurse. "Tell the detec- 
tive what you told me." 

HTHE woman shuddered, uttered a sob, then: "We heard 
* a cry, in the hall. It was terrible. I was reading to 
Marie, to keep her mind off the reception, poor thing. She 
heard it, and shrieked. I guess I did, too. The next minute 
we heard a door jerked open. Then a man ran through 
the bedroom, and went out one of the open windows." 
"What did he look like?" 

"I can't remember. I was frightened — and he went too 
fast. Then we heard voices, all over the house. I don't 
remember what we did, till Doctor Logan came. I just 
covered Marie with the bedding, and — oh, I can't 
remember." 

Led by the Doctor, I hurried through a sort of sitting- 
room and on into the invalid's chamber. She lay in a bed 
near the wall, one round, white arm lying above the covers. 
On a taboret, close to the bed on the far side, were a 
handkerchief and a partly filled glass. Her beautiful face 
was calm, in spite of what she had seen. 

I looked about the room. There were several windows, 
each masked with a heavy velvet drape. All but two were 
closed. One of the open windows was within a foot of the 
bed, and the other was diagonally across the room. 

"Which window did the man go out of?" I asked the 
nurse, who had followed us into the room. 

"That!" She pointed to the one furtherest from the bed. 

I crossed over, leaned upon the sill, and looked out. The 
window was on the side of the house facing the street. No 
fire-escape balcony there. If the man had gone through that 
window, he must have dropped thirty feet to the pavement 
below ! 

"Are you certain it was this window?" 
She nodded. 

I was not convinced. In her excitement she probably had 
not noted clearly what had occurred. Moving to the other 
window, I placed my hands upon the sill and looked out 
upon the balcony to note the position of the ladder leading 
to the ground. As I did so, I was surprised to feel some- 
thing moist beneath my right hand. Forgetting, for the 
moment, my customary caution, I raised my hand and 
looked. Surprise turned to amazement. On my palm was 
a red splotch — blood ! 

Recovering myself instantly, I straightened up and 
glanced about. Apparently, none of the others had noted 
my discovery. Holding my hand so they could not see, I 
went to the other window and again looked out. I -was play- 
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ing for time, waiting for the blood to dry — while a dozen 
suspicions and conjectures flashed through my mind ! 
Uppermost was the thought that the intruder actually had 
gone out the window nearest the bed — and that the blood 
upon the sill had dropped from the murder-knife! 

i can't understand how anyone could jump from this 
window, without breaking his neck," I said. The others 
crowded close. "It is a sheer drop. There isn't even a 
coping along which he could have worked his way to the 
fire-escape." I turned directly to the nurse. "Are you 
positive the man didn't go out the other window?"' 

"I know he didn't." Her tone was positive, and a flush 
of anger swept her face. 

Again I walked over to the window near the bed. and 
leaned out. I purposely put my left hand over the spot 
where the blood had stained my other hand. I was sur- 
prised to feel no moisture. Stealthily I glanced at my 
hand. No sign of blood upon it ! I had all I could do to . 
stifle a gasp. Making a desperate effort to show no change 
of expression, I turned and looked closely at things near 
me. No one apparently had been near that window — and 
yet the blood had been wiped away ! 

HTHEN I noted another astounding thing! The handker- 
A chief had disappeared from the taboret. 

I looked guardedly at the invalid, lying motionless in the 
bed. The window-sill .was easily within her reach. When 
my back was turned and the others, were close about me, 
had she snatched up the handkerchief, wiped the blood from 
the woodwork, and concealed the bit of linen beneath the 
covers ? 

But this girl was supposed to be unable to move a muscle 

of her body ! 

My head was in a whirl, and I couldn't think very clearly. 
But I had. a hunch that there had been no intruder — that 
someone still in the house, someone known both to Marie 
and the nurse, had done the killing and had thrown the 
knife from the window nearest the bed. 

Right then I was convinced that these two women held 
the key to the mystery. 

At that moment, Clancey appeared in the doorway, and 
beckoned to me. Learning that Inspector Burke and the 
Medical Examiner had arrived, I told the policeman to stand 
guard, and see that nothing was disturbed. Then I went 
below. There I found the Inspector and several plain- 
clothes men. 

"Listen, Inspector," I said, drawing him aside — ''this 
looks like the damnedest case 1 ever went up against. We've 
got to work fast. Please leave up-stairs to me for a while. 
We can save time if you list and question the guests, and 
send them home. Don't bother with the servants. I've a 
reason." 

"O. K., Bernie, I'll trust your judgment. But make no 

slips." 

HTURNING to the plain-clothes men, I directed two of 
A them to search behind the house for a knife or a dagger, 
hut to be careful to attract no attention from anyone who 
might be watching from the inside. 

With the Medical Examiner at my heels, I returned up- 
stairs. His preliminary examination was brief. Then we 
carried Brooks' body into an empty room. , 

Before continuing my own investigation, I soaked my 
handkerchief in Brooks' blood and placed it in my purse 

I was all set then to begin a real hunt for clues. 

When I returned to Marie's bedroom, I met Hatton and 
Logan coming out. 

"She remains fairly well composed, considering the shock 
she received," said the physician, "but I beg of you not to 
disturb her again. In her condition, any more excitement 
might prove serious." 

"I'll do my best," I said, "but I simply must go over every 
inch of that room for fingerprints and other clues. Have 
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her moved to another room. I'll wait here until it s done." 

As they returned to the chamber. I beckoned to Clancey. 
"Find Mrs. Brooks' personal maid. Lucy, and take her to 
some room where I can question her later. Keep everyone 
from her." 

I turned to note the banker arguing with the nurse. 
"We shall take Marie to my quarters," he said, catching 
my eye and coming forward. "Lisa is afraid she will 
catch cold, though — she's been my daughter's nurse since 
the day she was born, you know — and insists she must 
remain wrapped in the warm bedclothing. Is there any 
objection ?" 

"No— only, please hurry. I'll re- 
main in the hallway." 

If the supposed paralytic had 
^ V wiped away the 

Hfe* blood stain — and 

;> I could see no 

other way to ac- 
count for what 
had happened — 
was this a ruse 
to smuggle out 
the bloody hand- 
kerchief, without 
anyone seeing it? 
I didn't know 
what to think — 
but I was not yet 
sufficiently sure 
of my ground to 
raise opposition 
to an apparently 
legitimate request. 

A few minutes later the 
nurse and Hatton passed 
me, pushing the chair in 
which the girl sat huddled, 
the bedclothing wrapped 
about her to her eyes. 

When I entered Mane's 
chamber, I found the bed 
had been stripped, sheets 
and all, down to the mat- 
tress. Then Hatton came 
in hurriedly, and, though 
still white, he appeared to 
have recovered some of his nerve. I thought. 

"When you are through, Marie wants to come back here; 
she is restless outside her own rooms. I want to help you 
all I can — but we're all upset over this terrible thing! Lisa 
insists that we shouldn't have moved her at all — and she 
has been a second mother to Marie, particularly since she 
became paralyzed. She has fed and bathed her, read to 
her and cared for her, as perhaps, no relative would have 
done. I know she would give her life willingly if she 
thought that by so doing she could make Marie happier. 
Now, I'll leave you alone." 

AS I thought over what he had said, I wondered it the 
nurse, in her mad affection for the girl, had done the 
killing, at the instigation of her charge. But, if so, what 
could be the motive to prompt such a fearful crime? Per- 
haps jealousy was the cause. If not that — and if the women 
were responsible for the murder — then one or both must 
be mad. Possibly Marie had become morbid to the point 
of insanity, brooding over the better fortune of Madeline, 
and had caused the nurse to kill the young husband, with 
the devilish thought in mind that her sister would suffer. 

After making certain that Hatton had gone to another 
part of the house, I locked the door, and hastened to the 
window. Over the spot where I had leaned. I spread a sheet 
from mv note-book, and rubbed it with the handle of my 



With a quick 
movement, 
the curtain 
was drawn 
aside 
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knife. Only a faint trace of discoloration showed, though 
I pressed so hard that the grain of the wood could be noted. 
I now felt positive the girl had wiped away the clot of 
blood. Not wishing to overlook any possible chance, I 
made a careful search of the bed — but I did not find the 
stained handkerchief. 

\TEXT, I examined the rugs and floor. However, I found 
nothing but a few spots where additional drops of 
blood had dried. The window-sill and the fire-escape 
showed no trace of the alleged killer's flight. Then I 
turned my attention to the closets and the furniture, but 
uncovered nothing suspicious. 

Returning to the hallway, I found Clancey waiting. 

"The maid's in there," he said, pointing toward a room 
at the rear of the house. "She wouldn't leave her mistress 
until she fell asleep. The doctor doped the poor girl, and 
it's finally taken effect. Mr. Dale's waiting for you below." 

"All right, you remain here." 

Then Logan and Hatton appeared, the latter asking me 
if I had completed my work. 

Replying in the affirmative, I told him it would be all 
right to take his daughter back to her suite. 

I watched until Hatton and the nurse wheeled Marie into 
her room and closed the door; then I stepped quickly into 
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Hatton's quarters. I wondered if the girl had disposed of 
the blood-stained handkerchief. Fearing the banker might 
return, I made my search hurriedly. I found nothing in 
the room in which the wheel-chair had stood. Then, noting 
that the bath-room door was open, I stepped inside — and 
instantly received a fresh jolt ! Water was splashed upon 
the floor and sink, and some of the wet spots were dirty, 
and a bit red ! 

In the brief time that Hatton had left the pair of women 
alone, my guess was that Lisa had washed the telltale stains 
from the handkerchief. 

Glancing about. I saw a tall metal container for soiled 
linen. I jerked off the cover, reached in, and drew out — a 
sheet, one corner of which was wet. On examining this, I 
noted that an attempt had been made to remove a stain. 
But the effort had been too hasty. A dull spot still re- 
mained. Probably, the sheet had been soiled by the bloody 
handkerchief, and Lisa had attempted to eliminate the clue. 
The lavatory suggested the final disposition of the 
handkerchief. 

I folded the sheet and carried it to the hallway, where I 
turned it over to Clancey and told him to smuggle it out- 
side, under his uniform, and keep it until I left the house. 

Then I went to the room in which Mrs. Brooks' maid 
was waiting. She was a woman in her middle thirties, with 
intelligent eyes and a firm mouth. To my surprise, she 
showed no signs of the prevalent excitement, other than 
deeply flushed cheeks. 

The instant I had closed the door, she came close to me 
and said in a low tone, "Let me talk, Mr. Officer — I must 



get back to my mistress as soon as possible. I'm needed 
there. Besides, if it became known that I had given you 
information, I should be discharged. I can't afford that. 
But Mr. and Mrs. Brooks have been good to me, and I 
won't help to shield those who have injured them." 

"Trust me, Lucy. I'll keep you covered if possible." 

"I have heard this talk of Mr. Brooks being killed by a 
thief whom he surprised. I don't believe it. Throughout 
the reception I remained up here — and I was in the loung- 
ing-room when I heard someone coming up the stairs. I 
looked out, and saw it was Mr. Brooks. As he passed an 
empty room down the hallway, he stopped. I heard a 
woman's voice. I shouldn't have listened, but I did. She 
was excited, but she spoke in a low, muffled tone. I tried 
to see who it was, but couldn't. He began to move away. 
I saw an arm reach out, and draw him back. 

"He shook himself free, and started toward his rooms. 
Then the woman's voice said in a harsh whisper that came 
distinctly to my ears: 'If you won't go with me, I'll kill 
you !' " 

"Just a minute. Are you absolutely certain of that?" 

"On my oath. I closed the curtains, and ran around the 
back way to my room. The next minute I heard a cry and 
a fall. I looked out. Mr. Brooks was lying near the cur- 
tains behind which I stood when I heard the threat." 



That was her story, in no detail of which could she be 
shaken, though I questioned her for several minutes. 
Finally I gave her permission to return to her quarters. 

I believed that she had' told the truth — but I could not 
be sure. 

If her story was true, it was of the utmost importance, as 
it established a motive for the killing. But it also appar- 
ently eliminated the possibility of the elderly nurse as the 
slayer. Was the killer some intimate friend of Marie's — 
a guest at the reception, perhaps, who had slipped into the 
upper part of the house, and waited her chance? But a 
sort of sixth sense made me doubt this — I felt somehow that 
I was on the verge of uncovering a strange, inhuman plot, 
planned long ago and fiendish in its cleverness ! 

\Y/HEN I went down to the lower hall, I found that the 
™ Inspector had completed his task. After telling him I 
had made important discoveries, I asked if he would go 
to the Station and wait until I had covered another angle 
of the case, which would not take long. He consented, ac- 
cepting my further suggestion that all detectives and 
policemen leave the house. 

As soon as he had departed, I beckoned Dale outside. 

"Dale," I said, "you can help me more than anyone else. 
Will you do it, no matter who the guilty party may be?" 

"You don't mean you suspect — some one of us? No, that 
is not a fair question. Vic Brooks was like my own 
brother. He was killed from behind — a coward's blow. I 
give you my word — I'll do anything in my power to help 
you." 
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"DEACHING a window of the bedroom, I peered in . . . The bed 
was vacant— the tumbled coverings indicating its occupant had 

left it hurriedly . . . 

"Silently, but with desperate speed, I ran back to the hall and 

to Marie's door . . . everything depended on the outcome of the 

next few seconds F 
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"Good. If you care to, you can help me search the 
place. The dagger, used by the murderer, was thrown from 
a window into the grounds behind the house." 

Walking across a rear lawn, Dale trailing, I found the 
two men I had detailed to search outside. One of them 
struck a match while the other held out a thin-bladed dagger, 
with a gold and ivory handle. The blade was stained with 
dried blood. I thought I detected a faint gasp from Dale, 
but was too interested in the weapon just then to give heed. 

"I found this among those bushes/' said one of the detec- 
tives, pointing to a clump of shrubbery a considerable 
distance from the house. "The murderer may have tossed 
it there as he ran past. But if it was thrown from one of 
those windows, he must have had some muscle!" 

I sent the two men to the Station, and then turned to 
Dale and outlined some of 
the things I had uncovered. 

When I questioned him, 
I got one important piece 
of information. The dagger 
had belonged to the elder 
daughter's mother, the first 
Mrs. Hatton. Again, the 
clues pointed to some mem- 
ber of the household 
or some friend who 
would know of the 
existence of this dag- 
ger and could have 
laid hands on it. 

After giving Dale permission to 
go to his home, I went around to 
the front of the house, where I 
found Clancey and took the 
smuggled sheet from him. Then I hur- 
ried to the Station, to see the Inspector. 
He told me that the guests had yielded no 
information of importance. I gave him a 
summary of what I had learned, and 
showed him my exhibits — the sheet, the 
dagger, and my handkerchief, which I 
had stained with Brooks' blood. 

A careful examination of the dagger 
revealed the fact that its handle had been 
wiped clean — there were no fingerprints 
on it! 

It was arranged that I should conduct 
the Hatton end of the investigation, while 
the Inspector stalled off the reporters and 
covered other aspects of the case. 

It was nearly daylight when I left the 
Station, taking with me the dagger and 
'other bits of evidence, and headed for 
home. I was too fatigued to undress, and, 
after setting my alarm-clock for six, I 
flopped upon a couch. When the jangling 
bell aroused me, I felt as if I hadn't slept 
at all. However, a shower, a change of 
clothing, and a hasty breakfast, mostly of 
black coffee, put me on my feet. 

While I ate, I glanced through some of 
the newspaper stories concerning the 
murder. They stated Brooks, going to 
the second floor to obtain cigarettes for 
his guests, had encountered a thief who had killed him. 
What pleased me most was the statement that the murder- 
knife had not been found and probably had been carried 
away by the escaping assassin. Also, it was said that none 
was able to give even a fair description of the intruder, 
and that he had stolen nothing, and left no fingerprints or 
other clues to aid the authorities. 

Of course, there were columns concerning Hatton, 
Madeline's elopement with Brooks, and many sympathetic 




paragraphs concerning her paralyzed half-sister, who had 
seen the murderer when he had dashed through her bed- 
chamber to reach the fire-escape by which he had escaped. 

After breakfast, I went at once to the home of Doctor 
Meyserk, the Department's chief chemist, and routed him 
out of bed. He showed no displeasure, realizing that mine 
was an emergency errand. 

"Here, Doctor," I said, taking from a grip the articles I 
had brought from the Hatton home, "are some things I 
wish you would work upon, at once. The blood on the 
handkerchief is Brooks'. I want to learn if that on the 
dagger also is his. See the stain on this sheet? Something 
was washed out of it last night. It was wet when I re- 
covered it. I hope you can determine whether the stain 
was also made by Brooks' blood." 

"Come to the laboratory 
this afternoon," was his la- 
conic dismissal. 

Then I telephoned to Doc- 
tor Vanderwalt, the city's 
most noted authority on ner- 
vous diseases, particularly 
those affecting women. On 
more than one occasion I 
had been of service to him, 
and he readily consented to 
see me at his home imme- 
diately. The distance was 
not great. 

All this time a strange 
theory had been crystallizing 
in my mind. It seemed so 
far-fetched that I would have 
been hazarding my reputa- 
tion if I had advanced it to 
my superiors. But I went to 
see the specialist in the hope 
of finding some support for 
it. 

Marie Hatton had moved 
her arm the night before — I 
was almost positive of that. 
Was it possible she could 
move her entire body? What 
if her paralysis was a sham — 
a sham that she had kept up 
for a whole year, with the 
diabolical purpose of catch- 
ing Brooks off his guard and 
killing him, under conditions 
that would leave her abso- 
lutely free of suspicion? 

"If you don't object, Doc- 
tor," I began, when I was 
alone with Vanderwalt, "I 
would like to obtain some 
information, without stat- 
ing upon what case it has 
a bearing." 

"Suit yourself. What 
is your problem?" 

"Would a paralytic — in 
this instance, a woman 
twenty-three years old, 
paralyzed a year ago — continue to retain her weight and a 
pretty fair color? By 'paralyzed/ I mean absolutely help- 
less, unable to move a muscle — a person who can be moved 
about only in a wheel -chair, and must be fed, bathed, and 
even turned over in bed by a nurse." 

"Um." He hesitated, giving me a sharp look. "I cannot 
give you a positive answer without seeing the person and 
learning her condition and surroundings. In one such case, 
the patient might put on increased {Continued on page 60) 




Just as she 
raised the 
paper, I 
started into 
the room 



TRAPPING "Boston Billy" 



This is the real story of the capture of "Boston Billy*' Williams. Much that is here given could not he pub- 
lished in the newspapers at the time the search for this famous crook was receiving such wide publicity 
throughout the country. But the time when secrecy was 'a necessary precaution with the police officials 
is past, and the inside story of the case, in which literally dozens of detectives worked at various times 
during the more than three years it tvas in progress, is here given to the public for the first time, by the 
man who had charge of the man-hunt for this slippery "Gentleman Raffles** of the underworld. 
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k URING the years 1924 to 1927, Iqng 
Island and adjacent parts of Con- 
necticut and New Jersey were the 
scene of a series of amazing jewel 
robberies. Every case was investigated 
with strenuous care — but the trail always 
led to a blank wall ! 

The first definite bit of information about 
the thief came from Spencer, a private de- 
tective, who obtained a photograph of a 
SUSpebt in connection with a 
robbery in Greenwich. Con- 
necticut, which came to be 
known as the "mystery pic- 
ture." The suspect's name, 
or alias, he learned, was 
"Boston Billy" Williams. 
All efforts to locate Williams 
were unsuccessful. He 
seemed to be a myth. 

Then, shortly after the 
Jesse Livermore robbery, in 
which S100.000 worth of 
jewels were stolen, the police 
received two anonymous tips 
over the telephone. These 
were traced to a cigar-store 
pay-station on 116th Street. 
Now York City, and that 
place was watched continu- 
ally. The tips were also fol- 
lowed up promptly. A speak- 
easy and an apartment on 
116th Street, which had been 
referred to as the hide-outs 
of the jewel thief, were 
searched, and a pistol and a 
black-jack were found in the 
latter. That was the only 
direct result of the cryptic 
information that had been 
received. 

However, the indirect re- 
sults were very important. A 
private detective agency, re- 
tained by an insurance com- 
pany, was also investigating 
the Livermore robbery and a 
number of other cases, and 
was working in close co- 
operation with Captain King. When the tips were relayed 
to the head of that agency — a man thoroughly acquainted 
with the underworld — he was able to establish the right 
contacts in the 116th Street neighborhood and buy infor- 
mation from a man who knew some of the facts about the 
robberies. This man supplied the name of Arthur Gibson, 
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(Above) The "mystery picture" of Boston 
Billy, which was furnished by Spencer 

(Below) The famous crook as he looked early 
in his career, when he was being sought by 
Massachusetts police officers, following one of 
his first offenses against the law 



who frequently visited Mrs. Anna King, of 
Ronkonkoma, Long Island. 

Captain King caught Gibson and Mrs. 
King just as they were getting off a train 
at Ronkonkoma — and Gibson was carrying 
a cardboard box full of jewelry ! The pair 
were taken into custody, as well as Gibson's 
brother and his chauffeur, who had been 
waiting at the station for him. 

Later, in order to exonerate his sweet- 
heart. Mrs. King, who was 

wearing a stolen ring which 

he had given her, Gibson 
made a confession, and named 
Boston Billy Williams as his 
partner and the brains of the 
robberies. * 

He told the truth— but not 
the whole truth. I, as well 
as the two detectives who had 
listened to his statement, 
were convinced that he had 
offered only enough to ful- 
fil his bargain. However, in 
accordance with our agree- 
ment, we released Mrs. King. 
Gibson's brother and Otto 
Becker, the chauffeur, were 
also released, as we believed 
they were innocent of any 
knowledge of the crimes. 
The latter was anxious to 
show his good faith by help- 
ing the police. 

The confession served our 
purpose for the time being, 
giving us something with 
which to tie up Gibson, 
should his attorney get busy 
and demand his release. As 
matters turned out, this bob- 
tailing of facts concerning 
the real identity of Williams, 
helped us a lot in two ways: 
the newspapers were satis- 
fied, and published the state- 
ment; and it led Williams to 
believe that his accomplice 
had resolved to keep his real 
.identity to himself — which 
was true at the time, but in the end. availed nothing. 

The person who subsequently wrote a letter to the Xew 
York Times, signing the name of Boston Billy, and calling 
Gibson a "yellow rat." or some such name, was a crank. 
It wasn't Boston Billy himself — Williams was a big bad 
mail ; he would never have stooped to such a trifling drool 
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By Elvin N. Edwards 

District Attorney of Nassau County, N. Y. 

As told to Isabel Stephen 



as that, and that much should be stated to his credit. 

Shortly after Gibson had been returned to his cell, 
Manhattan Headquarters telephoned Captain King a 
report of their findings on the fingerprints which had 
been dispatched to them 'the night before. 

"Arthur Gibson" was an alias of Arthur J. Barry. 
He had a criminal record which extended from 1910, 
and was wanted by the Connecticut authorities as a 
fugitive from justice, having escaped from jail in 1922. 

All day long, inquiries from various police depart- 
ments flooded the Nassau County Police Headquarters, 
and my office. So crammed were those days with 
action and obstacles, that it is difficult to condense the 
history of our hunt for Boston Billy within the con- 
fines of a short account. 

We were pressed for time. The Connecticut authori- 
ties had started ex- 
tradition proceed- 
ings. If they man- 
aged to take Barry 
outside of our juris- 
diction before we 
could convict him, 
or persuade him to 
reveal the real iden- 
tity of Boston Billy 
— which we were 
morally certain he 
knew — w e w o u 1 d 
find ourselves just as 
much up-a-tree as 
we had been before 
we made our first 
capture. 

The ingenuity 
with which the rob- 
beries had been 
planned and execut- 
ed, signified a 
warped, but extraor- 
dinarily keen, vi- 
cious intelligence — 
and this, the debo- 
nair, sentimental 
Barry did not pos- 
sess. Hence, I was 
convinced that Barry 
was merely the tool 
— and that his elu- 
sive partner was the 
real master-mind. 

Naturally, we did 
not confide our current findings to the reporters. Why 
should we send Boston Billy daily public bulletins, explain- 
ing just exactly what we knew, and what we were doing? 
If, as Barry said, the newspapers had been their guide in 





' ihf>vc) Boston Billy, while on 
his way to court handcuffed to 
detectives, tries to dodge the 

reporters* cameras 
(Below) In this photograph is 
clearly shown the change in 
Boston Billy's physical appear- 
ance after his grueling experi- 
ences with the law 



selecting the scenes of their 
crimes, we were determined 
the same vehicle should not 
serve as warning signals of 
our traps. 

The hunt for Boston Billy 
was one of the greatest pieces 
^9 \ of detective work ever accom- 

plished by the Police Depart- 
ment, aided by private investi- 
gators. They had no help 
from stool-pigeons, for Wil- 
liams did not run with gang- 
sters and professional thieves. 
His habitat was in the upper 
planes of society, even if oc- 
casionally he descended to the* 
nether regions when he needed 
help in his various jobs. More- 
over, his numberless sweet- 
hearts were not of the demi- 
monde — he selected them in 
entirely conventional circles. 
Captain King will here again take up the thread of the 
narrative, and will briefly detail the following-up of the 
case from the time of Barry's arrest : 

VV7E banked a lot on a tip given us by Recker, Barry's 
" chauffeur. He said that Williams was very anxious 
to obtain a letter from a girl in Key West. Florida. This 
was due to arrive at Ronkonkoma Post-office the day fol- 
lowing his accomplice's arrest. Becker knew Williams — up 
to the time of Barry's arrest — merely as a philandering rich 
play-boy, and had thought he was only "kidding" the women 
who wrote to him. 

It was late Monday afternoon when my telephone rang, 
and on picking up the receiver I was greeted by Otto Becker. 
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His voice trembled with excitement he could not conceal. 

"Mrs. King has just received a phone message from 
Billy/' he said hurriedly. "He told her to get in touch with 
me, and have me call at the post-office for the evening mail. 
I'm to ask for a letter addressed to 'James Francis Drake.' 
Then I am to wait at a certain garage until he sends a mes- 
senger for it." 

"That's fine," I said. "I'll have a man waiting near you. 
When the messenger arrives, the detective will bring him 
and the letter to me." 

We immediately made an effort to trace the call received 
by Mrs. King, and were successful in doing so. It had 
come from the cigar-store on 116th Street. So far, so good. 

We did not want 
to make Williams 
suspicious by hold- 
ing his messenger — 
we merely wanted to 
question the man. 
So I directed a de- 
tective to take a po- 
lice car to Ronkon- 
koma, wait for the 
burglar's emissary, 
and bring him to 
Headquarters as 
speedily as possible. 

It was around six 
o'clock, at the end 
of a sweltering day, 
that a short, ema- 
ciated, chalky- faced 
individual was led 
into my office. 

"Here's Billy's 
messenger — and the 
letter," the detective 
said, as he closed the 

door and pushed the man into the middle of the room. 

I looked at the derelict, who stood near my desk with 
quivering, dry lips and jerking hands. He had "drug addict" 
written all over him — a typical East Side bit of flotsam. 

T GLANCED at the envelope. It was square and of a 

very good quality of paper. On the left-hand corner 
was a return address : "c/o the Southern Bell Telephone and 
Telegraph Company, Key West, Florida." In order to pro- 
tect the girl who wrote this letter, I shall call her Ethel 
Brookes, which is not her name. 

"Where were you going to deliver this?" I asked the 
trembling messenger. 

He shuffled his feet uncomfortably, rubbed the tattered 
sleeve of his jacket across his face, licked his dry lips, and 
after one or two futile attempts at speech, managed to blurt 
out: "To a man on the corner of Hun'red an' Sixteent' 
Street and Sevent' Avenoo. Dat's all I knows 'bout it. 
STielp me God ! Jeez ! I ain't done nossings." 

And that is all we could get out of him. I was pretty 
thoroughly convinced that the poor wretch was telling the 
truth, for he appeared to be scared out of what little wits 
he had. Any false courage he might have obtained from 
drugs, had wilted the moment he entered my office. Perspi- 
ration started to pour down his face — a symptom that he was 
a devotee of the "pipe" rather than of "snow." 

There was only one thing to do— that was to read the 
letter. It was addressed to a dangerous criminal. 

It was the sort of note any well-bred young woman 
might write. Plainly enough, the correspondent had no 
idea of the nefarious occupation of "James Francis Drake." 
A previous letter was referred to, in which she had spoken 
of visiting a kiend in Maplewood, New Jersey. All her 
plans were now made, she wrote, and she was coming by 



Arthur J. Barry, alias Arthur "Gibson," 
from a Rogues' Gallery portrait 



one of the boats on the Mallory Line, which would dock at 
Pier 38, North River, on June 17. 

This letter, which had been rather carelessly sealed in the 
first place, was returned to the envelope, and the flap re- 
sealed by means of the original mucilage. No one could 
tell it had been tampered with. 

"Take this and deliver it to the man you were told to 
give it to," I instructed the now thoroughly nerve-shattered 
messenger. "If he is not there, or if there is any slip-up, 
I'll believe that you tipped him off — and you'll be run in, and 
sent up the River. So, take care." 

I instructed the detective to trail him until the letter 
reached its destination — the hands of Boston Billy. 

I had a hunch that 
we wouldn't bag 
Williams as simply 
as all that, however. 
For months, he had 
managed to elude 
Spencer, who was 
one of the keenest 
investigators in the 
business, and had 
been close on Billy's 
trail all the time. It 
wouldn't be likely 
that the man would 
walk unwarily into 
our trap. But, at 
any rate, that letter 
had given us a valu- 
able lead. 

Though Barry was 
a self-confessed 
thief, we could not 
use the information 
he had given against 
himself without 
carefully checking up on it. It was necessary to verify it 
in every detail, in order to have corroborative evidence 
which would stand up in court. 

While awaiting a report from the detective who was "tail- 
ing" the messenger, I glanced through the memorandum 
written by the clerk in our "missing property" department. 
He had been comparing the articles, taken from Barry at 
the time of his arrest, with various lists furnished us by the 
insurance companies who had been notified of his arrest. 

Mrs. John C. Greenleaf, a prominent society woman of 
Hewlett Park, Long Island, had already identified an emer- 
ald ring, worth $7,000, and several other pieces of jewelry, 
as items stolen from her home in April. Mrs. Robert Sealy, 
also of Hewlett Park, had likewise identified several articles, 
and Matthias Plum, of Rumson, New Jersey, had picked 
out a $5,000 ring, which belonged to his wife. The last 
mentioned was the ring Mrs. King was wearing when taken 
into custody. 

IT was around nine o'clock that night when the detective 
■ called me up from Harlem. As I had feared, he had not 
succeeded in closing in on Boston Billy. 

"The messenger met a man on the corner," he reported, 
"and turned the letter over to him and received some money. 
This man went on to the speak-easy near by, and left the 
letter with the bartender. The operative who has been 
'covering' the cigar-store pay-station, is now in the speak- 
easy, awaiting developments." 

I directed him to return to Long Island, and decided to 
pay a visit by myself to the 116th Street speak-easy, which, 
it seemed, Williams was still patronizing in spite of the 
fact that we had openly searched it for him on more than 
one occasion. 

Though it was late when I reached there, several small 
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stores in the neighborhood were open, and a constant stream 
of playgoers were arriving and leaving a near-by motion 
picture house. 

I didn't want to cause any excitement; so I waited pa- 
tiently until I saw a man and a girl approach the place 
which was supposed to be Williams' hang-out. I was only 
a few feet behind them. I don't know whether they gave 
any special signal or password, but the door was unbolted 
for them. 

When I attempted to follow, the doorman — a burly negro 
— started to push me out and close the door in my face. 

"I ET me in, or I'll come back with reinforcements and 
" smash your place open," I managed to tell him, as I 
flashed my shield. "If there's any trouble, it'll be your 
fault." 

He scowled at me for a moment, his face hideously con- 
torted. Then he called, over his shoulder: "Hey, Joe!" 

Ah undersized, nattily dressed, ferret- 
eyed man came quickly to his aid. 

"What you want?" he demanded. 
"This place is open only to my friends." 

"I'm coming in, 



Barry (second from the right) in 
custodv of a detective on the 
grounds of the Nassau County 
court house, at the time of his trial 



anyway," I told him. 
"If you don't let me in 
peaceably, I'll break 
this place open. It 
doesn't interest me at 
all that you're run- 
ning a speakeasy — you 
know darned well that 
I'm not working for 
the Federal authori- 
ties. Furthermore, 
you know who we're 
after." 

I didn't want to an- 
tagonize the man, as 
he might be in a po- 
sition to assist me. 
Howeter, if he hadn't 
opened the door that 
minute, I wouldn't 
have wasted much 
more time trying to 
persuade him. 

The passageway 
was long, narrow, and 
dark, and it was 
stifling with mingled 
odors of cheap old 
furniture and stale 
cooking. 

The negro doorman 
was still standing in 
the background, close 
behind his superior. 
He gave way with a 
grunt when Joe 

opened the door and admitted me. I followed the latter 
along the narrow entrance until we reached the speak-easy. 

This was a good-sized room, which had probably been 
used for storage purposes when the second-hand furniture 
store in front had been a legitimate place of business — be- 
fore it became a blind for its present, and probably much 
more lucrative, trade. 

At one end of the place, there was a sloppy makeshift bar 
about five feet long, with a couple of shelves attached to 
the dingy wall behind. No attempt had been made to ren- 
der this drab hide-away attractive. Fiery, nauseously cut 
liquor was served at 35 cents a shot. 

An alert, clean-cut bartender, with curly, blond hair, was 
serving drinks to two flashily dressed men and a hard-faced, 




bleached-haired girl, as I entered. Three of the five oval 
tables, scattered about the room, were occupied democratic- 
ally by whites and negroes. There were two or three 
waiters in soiled aprons. 

A glance about the resort showed me that this was no 
regular hangout for thieves. There wasn't enough privacy 
for that, though there were three exits, offering three easy 
getaways. When I recognized the detective seated at a cor- 
ner table and beckoned to him to join me, there was no 
evidence of apprehension in the eyes of his companions — 
who, incidentally, were far too much under the influence of 
liquor to have paid much attention, anyway. 

The "shadow man" in real detective work does not skulk 
behind posts or curtains, or sneak along in the shadow of 
a wall. This may be done by a detective who is sneaking 
up on his quarry to make an arrest, but in regular surveil- 
lance work, the shadow man makes himself as inconspicuous 
as possible by acting as naturally as possible, and he dresses 
tc fit in with his environment. 

The operative, in this case, was of 
medium height, medium color, and wore 
a mediumly shabby summer-weight suit, 
with a soft, not too 
^^^^^ clean collar, and an 

almost colorless cot- 
ton tie. He was the 
sort of a man you'd 
never notice, and 
never remember. 

He eased out of his 
place at the other 
table, strolled casually 
across the few feet of 
space that separated 
us, in a loitering way, 
and sat down along- 
side of me, so that we 
both faced the room, 
without anyone pay- 
ing the slightest atten- 
tion to him. 

"Joe" glanced our 
way. I fancied there 
was a glint of relief 
in his eyes when he 
saw who had joined 
me. But he was at 
the other side of the 
room; the light from 
the dusty electric 
bulbs was dim; and 
the air was heavy with 
tobacco smoke — so 
perhaps I was mis- 
taken, I thought. 

"Anything new?" 
I asked. 

"Not much," the 
operative answered. 
"That's the letter standing behind the ammonia bottle." He 
jerked his head slightly, in the direction of the bar. There 
I observed the familiar square envelope which I had handled 
a few hours before. "At what time did Mrs. King receive 
the telephone message from Williams? I was notified about 
it a while ago — and if that call came from the place I was 
covering, I don't know how in the devil I missed the man. 
Nobody of Williams' description has been near the place." 
"It was about four-thirty," I told him. 
He took a slip of paper out of his pocket and consulted 
it. A look of relief and satisfaction flashed across his face. 
"At four-thirty-five this curly-haired barkeep entered the 
cigar-store and phoned. I wondered at the time why he 
hadn't used the instrument in the front shop." 
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"That's interesting," I agreed. "Come on, let's have a 
little talk with him. Those people are leaving." 

The two men and the bleached blonde, who had been 
draped over the bar when I arrived, were making their way 
towards the door. We took their place in front of the 
bartender. 

"J^V O you expect Williams in here tonight?" 1 asked him, 
^ after we had called for and been served with two 
White Rocks. He looked at me with as much change of 
expression as you might observe in the faces of the gar- 
goyles on Montmartre Cathedral. "You know who I mean — 
the man you telephoned to Mrs. King for, and the same one 
you are keeping that letter for." 

"Dunno— he might, and he might not," he answered non- 
committally, as he turned away to fill a waiter's order. 

"If you want to save yourself a trip down-town, you had 
better come across quietly and quickly," I suggested. 

"I've nothing to come across with," he said calmly. "A 
boy brought me a message from somebody, enclosing a bill. 
I was asked to call the woman up— -I don't even remember 
her name — and to get a messenger to go to the address given 
in the note, and get a letter. I was to have a man waiting 
on the corner for it. He was to give the messenger some 
money, and bring the letter here. I couldn't go for it myself 
because it would arrive during our rush hour. That's all. 
You know, men ask you to do all kinds of queer favors in 
a speak-easy. Trouble with the wife, and so on." 

Though I strongly doubted that this was all the man 
knew, I also knew it was no use questioning him further. 

Two days passed while Ethel Brookes' chummy letter, 
written evidently in a home of luxury and refinement, con- 
tinued to gather dust in that sordid speak-easy. On the 
morning of the third day, Spencer called me up and reported 
that the letter had "disappeared" during the night. 

That closed that trail. I decided to take up a longer one. 

I PRESSED a buzzer communicating with the Detective 
1 Bureau's squad room and directed the officer who an- 
swered, to ask Detective Crowley to step in and see me right 
away. 

Crowley is one of the star men of our Department. Just 
under six feet in height, with regular, cleanly chiseled fea- 
tures, and a voice which can be soft and winning, or hard 
and crushing, he is equally at home in "sheik" clothes or 
dungarees, the drawing-room or the dive. He can win the 
confidence of women with the greatest skill, or put a thug 
through a regular third-degree. 

"I want you to catch the Atlantic Coast Line train this 
afternoon for Key West," I explained, when he entered a 
few minutes later. "Williams, I take it, has been posing 
down there as James Francis Drake, and has made the 
acquaintance of a girl named Ethel Brookes. Find out all 
you can about Williams' visit to Key West. Then take the 
same boat on the Mallory Line that Miss Brookes takes. 
It's scheduled to arrive' here on the 17th." 

"Who's the 'skirt'?" he asked, with a grin. "One of 
Billy's many shady lady friends?" 

"Boston Billy's lady friends are anything but shady," I 
said. "He seems to be as good at picking girls as he is at 
picking victims to rob. Anyway, this Miss Brookes has been 
writing to him, and expects to meet him up here — but I'm 
sure she hasn't the least idea that he's a crook. However, 
check up on that, too. If you can, meet her casually in 
Key W r est, but don't seem to go out of your way — we don't 
want her writing Billy about you. 

"Maybe it would be better to make her acquaintance on 
board ship," I went on. "Before the boat gets into port, 
break the news to her if you're convinced that she's all 
right. But warn her not to talk. On arrival, come straight 
to the office here, and tell Miss Brookes to go on to the home 
of her friend as she had planned. I'll have an automobile, 
with a detective in a chauffeur's livery, waiting for her, in 



case Boston Billy doesn't show up. Get her to promise to 
call us up immediately, if Boston Billy tries to get in touch 
with her in any way." 

"All right," he said, with a grimace. Crowley would 
rather live with bank burglars than "rope in" ladies, but the 
one is just as necessary and important as the other — and 
frequently just as dangerous. "I'll just have time to run 
over home and get my duds, and make that train. If I have 
to compete with the gorgeous Williams, I'll have to take 
some glad rags along." 

The next few days were occupied with the identification 
of Barry by his victims. Mrs. Livermore recognized him 
by his voice and he, himself, added corroboration by describ- 
ing very exactly the interior of the Livermore home, the 
location of the electric light switches, and so on. None of 
the other victims recognized Barry. This was easily ac- 
counted for, as our prisoner insisted that it was Williams 
who actually stole the jewels while he, Barry, acted as 
lookout. 

/^\NE morning about three days after Crowley had left 
"for Key W r est, a very stunning young woman called at 
my office. She was a dashing blonde, dressed in a dark 
silk frock, with sheer black-silk stockings and patent-leather 
pumps. On her head she wore a small, close-fitting hat of 
fine, black straw. 

"I've come about this Boston Billy Case," she said. "A 
woman who said she was my employer, called on my mother 
yesterday evening and asked if I were at home — said she 
wanted to talk to me about something or other. I was out 
at the time. Though I didn't tell Mother, the woman didn't 
resemble my employer at all. I know she was a detective, 
and I want to tell what I know about Williams, so that this 
snooping will stop " 

"Well, the District Attorney is the one you want to see," 
I told her. "Come with me and make your statement to 
him. and we'll see what we can do." 

I knew nothing of the woman detective's visit, but I had 
no doubt that she was one of the insurance company's in- 
vestigators. 

When I telephoned the District Attorney's office, I found 
he could see us right away. As we proceeded through the 
long tunnel which connects Headquarters with the Court- 
house, she answered my few remarks very shortly. Here. 
I figured, was one woman who could hold her tongue. 

In my office, where the light was not very bright, she 
appeared to be about twenty-one or twenty-two, exception- 
ally pretty, and wearing very little make-up. 

When we entered the District Attorney's office, however. 
I saw that she was considerably older. 

Mr. Edwards greeted her in his customary friendly 
fashion, but I knew that he had catalogued her instantly. 

"Now. what can I do for you?" he asked, as soon as she 
was seated facing the light. 

"I WANT you to know all I have to tell about Williams," 
she said, in a hard voice. "I'll tell you without ques- 
tioning, for he means nothing in my life — only, I don't want 
my mother annoyed by detectives. She doesn't know I ever 
knew him. 

"When I was a hostess in a night-club, I met him first. 
He represented himself as a jewelry salesman, and seemed 
to have plenty of money. He proposed to me, and we became 
engaged. Then, one night a man came up and addressed 
him as Monahan — Jim Monahan. When the man left us. 
I asked for an explanation, and Williams said that years 
ago he and another chap were fooling around and he used 
the name Monahan, in case they got into any scrapes which 
might get to the ears of his father, who. he said, had lots 
of dough. 

"I didn't say anything, but the next time the stranger 
came into the club, Williams didn't happen to be there. 
Without his suspecting anything. I (Continued on page 80) 
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The mere word 
"blackmail" sends 
a cold chill through 
the heart of any 
person who has 
ever experienced 
this despicable form 
of crime. What 
not infrequently 
happens, however, 
whenitisattempted, 
should serve as a 
warning to anyone 
thinking of trying 
it — as this account 
shows 




"Come here 
and take a 
look at this 
girl's body!" 



NESBIT was telling me 
about a curious expe- 
rience he had had in 

Germany, during the war, when the telephone rang. 

He lives on the second floor of an old house in the down- 
town section of the city (I would rather not give the name 
of this city, for reasons which will appear later), and we 
spend many of the hot summer evenings on his balcony, 
which gets the breeze from the River. It is a comfortable 
place to smoke our pipes, and talk. Nesbit has an inex- 
haustible fund of experiences to draw on, and when he 
feels like talking, he can tell some interesting things. He 
was in the United States Secret Service during the War, and 
spent the several years succeeding it, in Paris, studying the 
methods of crime detection developed by the French police. 
Officially, he is chief chemist for a big wood-products cor- 
poration, but- he is also the chief reliance of the local police 
department when they need help, and is considered to be 
one of the best detectives in this part of the country. 

"Anything important ?" I asked, after he had answered 
the telephone. 

"It was Smithson. He's on his way over here." Smith- 
son is Chief of Police. 

"Must be something unusual if he's coming over here," I 
remarked. 

"Yes. He didn't tell me what it was." 

Five minutes later, Smithson arrived. 

"Sit down and smoke," said Nesbit. 

"Haven't time," replied Smithson. 
found murdered in one of the rooms of the Colonial Club. 

"In the Colonial Club!" we both exclaimed. 

The Colonial Club is our most conservative institution. 
To be a member of it is a badge of solvency, and respecta- 
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bility. There had never been 
a breath of scandal connected 
with it in the more than sev- 
enty years since its incorporation. 

While we were hurrying over to the Club, a few blocks 
away, Smithson told us what he knew of the case. 

"We got a call at the Station for a detective to go over to 
the Club. The man who telephoned, was excited, and 
wouldn't give any information over the phone. I detailed 
Carey to investigate. He found that the man who called 
us, was Lengerke, the Steward of the Club. One of the 
members found the body of a girl on his bed when he went 
to his room. I don't know yet, who found the body. Len- 
gerke is crying to heaven and earth to keep the thing out of 
the papers, and Carey says that nobody is giving out any 
information. Carey is still over there, waiting for us. He 
hasn't allowed anyone else in the room." 

"Did Carey recognize the body?" asked Nesbit. 
"No, he thought the girl was a stranger in town." 
"Was he sure she had been murdered ?" 
"Yes, he said there was no question she had been 
strangled to death." 

Members were scattered around the porches, as usual, 
when we got to the Club, and as they spoke to us, eyed us 
curiously. When Smithson and Nesbit appeared together, it 
was regarded as a sure sign of something wrong. 

"Lengerke must have kept it pretty quiet, so far," said 
Nesbit. 

"Looks so," replied Smithson. "Nobody around here 
seems excited." 

There was no question that Lengerke was excited, how- 
ever. When he saw us, he led us hurriedly into a little 
cubby-hole he used as an office. "For God's sake, Chief, 1 ' 
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he began, "keep this thing out of the papers. It will ruin 
ine if it gets out f" 

Sniithson eyed him coldly. "You know we can't keep it 
out of the papers. There's no way to hush up a murder in 
this town." 

Here Nesbit cut in : "What do you mean by saying it 
will ruin you? What have you to do with it?" 

"Nothing," replied Lengerke, who was struggling to 
cover his agitation. "But they'll blame me for letting it 
happen." 

"Who'll blame you?" asked Nesbit. 

"The directors of the Club. It'll cost me my job." 

"Don't be a fool, Lengerke," said Smithson. "How can 
they blame you — unless you had something to do with it? 
You didn't, did you?" Smithson's eyes were boring into 
him. 

This question seemed to startle Lengerke for a moment. 
Then he pulled himself together. "You don't think I did, 
do you. Chief?" he asked. 

"\IOT yet. But I don't like the way you're running 
* ^ things. Carey tells me that he can't get any infor- 
mation out of you. He says you won't even tell him whose 
room the body is in, or who found it. We don't care a 
damn for any notoriety your club may get. You answer all 



where he was going, and I didn't ask him. I never thought 
of asking him. He doesn't know anything about it. He 
went up to his room, just before I telephoned the Station, 
and found the body. That's all he had to do with it." 

Smithson and Nesbit drew to one side for a whispered 
conference. At its conclusion, Nesbit said, "We'll go up to 
the room now." 

Lengerke conducted us to the elevator, and up to the third 
floor. Brewster's apartment consisted of a sitting room, a 
bedroom, and a bath, and was on the front of the building, 
some distance from the elevator. Carey opened the door 
wlten Lengerke knocked. 

"Found out anything more?" asked Smithson. 

"Thought I'd better leave things as I found them, until 
you and Mr. Nesbit got here. I did throw a sheet over the 
body." 

Nesbit walked over to the bed and gently uncovered the 
girl. The rest of us gathered around. 

"Anyone know her?" asked Nesbit. 

We all shook our heads. The body of a person who has 
been strangled to death is not an attractive object. The 
face is always swollen and purple, and the eyes look as if 
they were popping out of the head. 

There was another knock at the door and Doctor Strong, 
the coroner's physician, came into the room. "I got here as 
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''AFTER a few moments' search, a door was located behind the 
elevator. . . . Nesbit turned the knob, but the door was locked. 
There was a glass-covered case on the wall, with an axe and a fire- 
extinguisher in it Nesbit broke the glass, and with the axe made 
short work of the lock. 

"A ghastly sight met our eyes. . . ." 
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questions and tell the truth, or I'll lock you up! Get me?" 

Smithson had gradually raised his voice, and we could see 
through the glass door of the office that the men sitting 
around the cluh lounge were getting curious. 

"For God's sake, keep your voice down, Chief | M be- 
seeched Lengerke, as he gave a frightened glance outside. 
"I'll tell you whatever you want to know. I haven't any- 
thing to conceal. Mr. Brewster asked me to keep his name 
out of the affair, if I could." 

"Brewster!" echoed Nesbit and Smithson together. 
"What's he got to do with it?" 

"Mr. Brewster discovered the body. It was in his room." 

DREWSTER was not only one of the wealthiest business 
men in the city, but he had recently announced his can- 
didacy for United States Senator, against Rogers, the pres- 
ent incumbent, who had held the office for twelve years. 

"Where is Brewster now?" asked Smithson. 

"He thought he'd better go away, 'so he wouldn't get 
mixed up in the case," said Lengerke. 

"Didn't he know he was already mixed up in it? Where 
did he go?" 

"He didn't say." 

"Did he sav when he was coming back ?" 

"No." 

"Well, have you any idea where we can find him?" 

"No. We talked the thing over, and he thought the best 
thing for him to do would be to keep out of the way for a 
few flays, until the thing blew over. He didn't tell me 



soon as I could, Chief," he said. "I was out on a case." 

"We just got here ourselves. How long has she been 
dead ?" 

Doctor Strong examined the body. Then he said slowly, 
"About nine or ten hours, I should say." 

Nesbit looked at his watch. "It's ten o'clock now. You 
think she was killed about noon today, then." 

"About that time." 

"No question she was strangled to death?" 
"Not a doubt of it. Here are the bruises on her neck, 
left by the fingers of the man who killed her." 
"How old would you say she was?" 

"It's hard to say exactly, because of the condition of the 
face. Quite young though, surely. Not more than twenty, 
I should say." 

Here Nesbit turned to Lengerke. "Do you recognize the 
girl?" 

HPHE Steward was still badly shaken, and he had kept as 
* far from the bed as possible. He sought to ignore Nes- 
bit s question, and was turning away when the latter, 
aroused to anger by his action, commanded harshly: 

"Come here and take a look at this girl's body !" 

Lengerke approached, gave a quick glance at the corpse, 
and turned away. "No, I never saw her before," he an- 
swered. 

"What's the matter with you — sick?" asked Nesbit, who 
had been watching him closely. 

Lengerke wiped the perspiration from his face. "Yes," 
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he said. "I can't stand seeing a dead person. It nauseates 
me." 

W e'll go into the sitting room and leave Doctor Strong 
here to do whatever is necessary. Don't disturb anything 
about the room any more than you can help, Doctor," said 
Nesbit, and he led the way into the adjoining room. 

"Xuw Lengerke, we'll have everyone come in here, one by 
one, who has been employed about the Club. Somebody 
must have seen this girl come into the Club. She was un- 
doubtedly murdered here. It would be impossible to bring 
the body through the streets and upstairs by daylight, and 
Doctor Strong says she was murdered about noon today. 
Therefore, she walked into this club. How many people 
work here?" 

"You mean porters and everybody?" 

"I mean everybody who can get in the building without 
arousing suspicion." Nesbit got out a note-book and pencil. 
"You give me their names." 

"Well," said Lengerke, "there are the four 
colored waiters in the dining room : Richard. 
Thomas, John, and Henry. I don't know 
their last names. I can find out from the 
books. Then there's Mary, the cook, and two 
girls she has helping her. There are two 
women who take care of the rooms, and the 
porter, George." 

"Any of them white?" 

"No-— all colored. We don't employ any 
white help." 

Nesbit and Smithson spent 
an hour examining the servants 
one by one, without any results. 
None of them had ever seen the 
^irl before, according to their 
stories, and they were appar- 
ently telling the truth. 

Nesbit asked each of them 
when he last saw Brewster, and 
curiously enough, none of them 
had seen him since the previous 
night. After the last servant 
had been dismissed, Nesbit 
asked Lengerke about this. 

"How do you account for the 
fact that nobody but you has 
seen Brewster today ? He cer- 
tainly didn't walk up and down 
the stairs, yet George says he 
hasn't seen him. George al- 
wavs runs the elevator, doesn't 
he?" 

"Those boys forgot their 
heads were fastened on, when 
you showed them that dead 
girl," said Lengerke. 

"When did Brewster come in?" 

"I don't know the exact time. He went up to his "room, 
and came right down and told me about the girl." 

"Did you go up to the room with him?" 

"No, we talked it over, and he decided he'd better leave 
until it was cleared up, as I told you, and then I telephoned 
the Police Station." 

"You can go now," said Nesbit to Lengerke. and after 
the door had closed behind the Steward, he said to Smith- 
son, "There's something wrong about this, somewhere. I 
believe Lengerke is either lying, or he isn't telling every- 
thing that happened. Brewster isn't a fool, and no one ex- 
cept a fool would act as Lengerke says Brewster acted." 

Smithson was walking up and down the room, chewing 
on an unlighted cigar. "I've got a hunch we'd better ar- 
rest Lengerke. What do you say, Nesbit?" 

"Well, of course we haven't any evidence that he's di- 
rectly involved," said Nesbit stowly, "but I'd feel a little 



more comfortable if he was where we knew we could put 
our hands on him, if we wanted him. On bis own ad- 
mission he allowed Brewster to leave — if he's telling us the 
truth — and made no effort to find out where he was going." 

"Carey," said Smithson, "you go downstairs and invite 
Lengerke to go over to the Station with you. Tell him I'm 
coming over, and want to have another talk with him. Don't 
lock him up. but stay with him till we get there. Of course, 
if he refuses to go peaceably, arrest him and send for the 
patrol wagon." 

After Carey had gone, Doctor Strong called us into the 
bedroom. He had moved the girl's body from the bed to a 
couch. The sheets had been pulled back, and in the middle 
of the mattress was a great bloodstain. 

"I found these stuffed under the bath-tub," he said, show- 
ing us two sheets that were soaked with blood. 

"Was the girl stabbed?" 
a.sked Smithson. 
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quickly bound 




"Not a sign of a wound on her. This blood came from 
someone else." 

"This is a bigger case than we thought it was," said 
Nesbit. "We'd better get in touch with some of Brewster's 
friends right awav, and see what we can find out about 
him." 

"Yes, and we'll find what Lengerke has to say about this." 
said Smithson. "I'm getting mighty suspicious of that bird. 
Strong, you stay here, and don't let anybody in till I send 
a couple of detectives over." 

We hurried downstairs. There seemed to be considerable 
excitement among the members of the Club, but we didn't 
see anything of either Carey or Lengerke. Meanwhile Nes- 
bit was busy making several telephone calls. 

"Guess Carey took him over to the Station," said Smith- 
son. "If he hadn't found Lengerke, he would have reported 
back to me. Wonder what the excitement down here is 
about?" (Continued on page 90) 



On the TRAIL of the 



Here is the authentic account of the first train hold-up in the United States— which occurred four miles 
east of Verdi, Nevada, on the night of November 4th, 1870, on the old Central Pacific, netting the notorious 
"Davis Gang** $41,000 in twenty-dollar gold pieces, taken from the Wells-Forgo Express — a tremendous 
sum in those days. The true story of this colorful exploit of the old West, is given below in all its wealth 
of fact detail, including the trailing of the desperate bandits by probably the most intrepid man-hunter of 
all time — Jim Kinkead, of six-gun fame. 



IN the 1850's, before the railroads 
reached Nevada, the holding up of 
stages was a profitable business. 
Gold from the rich placers and 
from the diggings along the slopes of the Sierra Nevada 
hills was beginning to move toward the outside world. The 
country was new, and, of course, there were long distances 
between stage stations. As a result, the highwaymen had 
every opportunity to order, "Hands up l w and to call to the 
drivers, "Throw down the box," meaning the Wells-Fargo 
strong-box. Passengers were seldom robbed. 

The old-time stage drivers took these hold-ups as a matter 
of every-day occurrence, and complied without even a word 
of protest, for they knew that others of the outlaws were 
ambushed, and were squinting along the barrels of guns, 
ready to kill at the least false move. When the box was 
surrendered to the bandits, orders were then given to "drive 
on, and drive like hell ( M 

The strong-box would then be smashed, and the loot 
divided. 

Most of the "road-agents" worked but a few miles from 
the more populous settlements and camps. They would 
return to the 
towns, and gen- 
erally arrive be- 
fore the stage 
that had been 
held up. 

The Wells- 
Fargo Company, 
which operated 
practically all the 
stages and 
freight outfits at 
that time, was 
despised by the 
entire community 
between Salt 
Lake and Sacra- 
mento because of 
its overcharges, 
extortions, and 
the manner of 
forcing pay- 
ments. The re- 
sult was, that 
when their stages 
were robbed, 
there would be 
comments of real 

pleasure. It was considered that outsiders were entitled to 
a portion of the overcharges that were levied upon the 
public. There was absolutely no sympathy ever expressed 
when stages were looted, except when murder was 
committed. 

A number of the earlier road-agents in Nevada were of 
the cowardly killer class — for instance, Jack Harris, Sam 
Brown, Al Waterman, Mose Haines, Bill Pitcher, and 

28 



By Jack Bell 




Photograph by Courtesy of Miriam Swanson, Verdi, Nevada 

A hitherto unpublished photograph of the railroad depot at Verdi, 
Nevada, completed about one week before the train hold-up occurred 



Dave Love were vicious and wanton 
killers. However, the large majority 
of the names connected with stage 
robberies are remembered today with 
kindness by the old-timers, who knew this class of men 
well. 

TN the days when banditry flourished, A. J. Davis, Tilton 
I Cockerell, John Squires, and R. A. Jones had a lease on 
a stamp-mill at Flowery, down Six-mile Canyon, three miles 
from Virginia City. Of the quartette, Squires had a reputa- 
tion of being a very bad man, but the other three were noted 
for their quiet deportment. Davis was known over Nevada 
and northern California as "Professor Jack." No one knew 
where these men got the rich ore that gave them such won- 
derful returns in gold bullion. 

"Of course," they would answer, when asked about their 
wealth, "we will have to keep that a secret. We are getting 
along fine with the highgrade, and will soon be able to retire. 
We only have to run the mill a couple of days a week, and 
that is all that is required to keep us in big funds." 

At all times, day and night, two or more men would be 

on guard at this 
mill. Strangers 
were never wel- 
come, and never 
invited to look 
over the plant. 

Long after- 
wards, it was 
proved that these 
men, under the 
leadership 
of Davis, who di- 
rected the best 
and most closely 
organized band 
of outlaws that 
ever operated in 
this section, used 
the mill merely 
to melt down the 
gold bullion 
which had been 
taken in scores of 
Wells - Fargo 
stage robberies. 
This business 
was made to ap- 
pear to be legiti- 
mate milling operations by the crafty leader of the gan*. 

Davis was, without question, the most versatile, and 
proved to be the most cunning and notorious, of all the 
stage robbers of that period. He was an educated man, 
and claimed Indiana as his birthplace. 

When among men of standing and prominence, he ex- 
haled gentleness and docility. His manner was that of a 
studious minister or college professor. He was popular. 
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hand was always in his 
pocket for the unfortunate. 

A little over six feet, with 
the shoulders of an athlete, he 
was as quick in his motions as 
the proverbial cat. His hair 
was black like a magpie's 
breast, and his eyes were for- 
ever glittering from their dark 
depths. In dress, he was an 
ultra-dandy of the day, wear- 
ing a high beaver hat, long 
frock-coat, tight breeches, 
flowing tie. a ruffed shirt of 
the finest linen, and a brocaded 
vest, with gold buttons. His 
high-heeled boots fitted like a 
glove. He was a strikingly 
handsome man. 

Like most of the gamblers — 
and he was one of the coolest 
ever known — he carried a 
brace of double-barreled Der- 
ringers, one in each lower pocket of his flowered vest. 

When not aroused, he was a fine companion — aroused, he 
was a whirlwind of action ! 

In August, 1866, two stages, both filled with passengers, 
were held up by Davis and his men at the summit of Geiger 
Grade, just a short distance from Virginia City. The 
robbers were masked, and armed with rifles, shotguns and 
small arms. On this occasion, the passengers, men and 
women alike, were lined up, and all their valuables taken 
from them and thrown upon a blanket. Then the strong- 
boxes were smashed open. 

In the boot of the stages were found several baskets of 
champagne, and boxes of delicacies, consigned to one of the 
richest men in Virginia City. These were all broken into, 
and the contents arrayed in order. A box of fine glassware 
was also discovered, and opened. 

The tall figure of the masked chief looked over this lay- 
out, and gave quick-fire orders to his men to spread blankets 
and "set the tables for a real banquet." There were a half- 
dozen ladies in the party. The graceful figure of the 
leader then assigned the whole crowd to seats beside the 
blankets. 

"Now, you, and you. and you," he directed, pointing his 
finger at his masked men, "see that these folks are well 
fed, and have plenty of wine." 

It was an odd situation, but every one of the passengers, 
and the stage drivers, as well, were put perfectly at their 
ease by the chief. He even regaled them with short, snappy 
sketches that kept them all interested and most of the time 
in laughter. 

When the luncheon had been served, he made a sign 
towards the brush, and at the same time told the passengers 
to take their places in the coaches. The chief did not par- 
take of the good things, but his men finished with their 
meal. Then he actually had them clear away the refuse, 
and return what was left, to the boots of the coaches. 

At last, he turned to the passengers, and said : "Now, 
ladies, please step out, and come here and pick out your 
valuables. We never take anything from women folks. 
Just wanted to give you a thrill and a real experience with 
road-agents." There was a chattering like parrots from the 
females. "Now, gentlemen, we will take your gold and 
currency as toll, but you may recover your other stuff. Had 
there been any overt acts attempted, our pleasant little picnic 
would have been different." His voice took on the timbre 




Photograph by Courtesy Passenger Dept., Southern Pacific Railroad 

This is a rare photograph of the actual train held up by the Davis Gang on 
November 4th, 1870, showing the baggage-car from which the bandits got 
$41,000 in gold coin. Note the old patriarch seated on front, over the 

"cow-catcher" 



of bell-metal having been struck. Then he added jovially : 
"Honestly, I have enjoyed this hour, myself, and would 
like to remain longer. But my men are chafing to be gone, 
to attend to other business." 

Horses seemed to appear from nowhere, and were 
mounted with military briskness, at a signal of this gentle- 
manly chief. He removed his hat, bowed to the pommel of 
his saddle, and, with a graceful gesture of salute, said, 
"Good-by!" 

Davis and some of his men were arrested later, but could 
not be identified with this strange hold-up, and all were 
released. 

HTHE Central Pacific Railroad was completed well over 
* Nevada in '68, and the last and golden spike was driven 
on May 10th, 1869, at Promontory Point, Utah, where the 
Central Pacific joined the Union Pacific. The Virginia 
and Truckee Railroad was completed from Virginia City to 
Carson City in 1869. Then the heavy shipments of bullion 
and gold money, of course, were given to the railroads. The 
abandonment of Wells-Fargo stages along these routes left 
the road-agents without their usual source of income. They 
scattered into near-by camps and the many relief stations 
that were situated along the routes not reached by the rail- 
roads. Instead of a stage hold-up every day, as formerly, the 
coaches from outlying districts were robbed occasionally. 

Jack Davis kept his organization intact. He moved his 
headquarters to Antelope Stage Station about fifteen miles 
north of Reno, on the trail to California. This was the 
rendezvous for many of the hunted men of the border. Like 
all the rest of the outlying settlements, it consisted of a 
bunch of log cabins, a sutler's store, and a big road-house. 
The latter was a long, rambling structure whose principal 
feature was a large dance floor, with the fiddler and the 
organist mounted on a platform. A railing separated it 
from the fifty- foot bar, and fronting the bar was every 
gambling device. Antelope had the reputation of housing 
more attractive dance-hall girls than any other like place of 
amusement between the Missouri River and the Pacific coast. 

Davis held court in a log Cabin, set well apart from this 
main building. It was always guarded against intrusion. 
His compelling presence, and his dangerous temper when 
aroused by little things, resulted in the careful, unquestion- 
ing execution of his orders by his men. 

Just like today, information of rich shipments could al- 
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Photograph by Courtesy Pataenger Dept., Southern Pacific Railroad 

Crowds gathered to view the driving of the "golden spike/' at the completion 
of the Central Pacific, on May 10th, 1869 



ways be obtained by leaks at the mines or the express office, 
or through a spy of keen intelligence and observation — and 
Davis had few followers of the rough type, and would not 
stand for a killing, except as a last resort. 

Late in the night of October 31, 1870, Davis sent mes- 
sengers to each and every member of his band to be at his 
headquarters at midnight, November 3rd, as there was im- 
portant business on hand. 

There were over a dozen of the band that reported to their 
chief that evening. They filed into the big meeting-room, 
where a fire of eight-foot logs blazed in the fireplace. Many 
sat upon the 
benches, while 
others squat- 
ted on their 
heels before 
the hearth. 
There were 
outer and inner 
guards, posted 
in places of 
vantage about 
the cabin. 

"One of my 
men is in San 
Francisco; an- 
other is inves- 
tigating the 
Wells - Fargo 
shipments at 
Sacramento," 
Davis said. 
"Their infor- 
mation by let- 
ter states that 
a large ship- 
ment of gold coin is scheduled to leave San Francisco so as 
to reach Virginia City on November fifth. However, my 
lieutenant, Chapman, will send me a telegram through Jones 
at Reno when this gold actually leaves. The strong-box will 
contain more wealth than we have ever taken and will be a 
big stake for us all." 

"Do you mean, Chief, that you have planned to really 
hold up the train ?" asked Tilton Cockerell. 

"Yes. I have made out a list of the men who are to take 
active part in this job, and there will be work for each and 
every member here." 

He read the names, and gave each one his assignment. 
He had the men repeat his instructions carefully, and then 
dismissed them with a wave of his hand. 

As they started to leave the room, he said: "Just a 
minute ! For your information, I will say that this ship- 
ment will probably be in excess of fifty thousand dollars. 
I suppose it is the monthly pay-roll for the miners at Vir- 
ginia City, and goes to the banks there. We are going to 
remove that gold from Wells-Fargo — and we are going to 
take it without injuring anyone ! Of course, should there 
be armed resistance, you men must take care of yourselves, 
and protect your lives. But I will not condone any killing, 
if there is a possibility of any other way out. If you do — 
well, you know the rule against disobedience — death !" 

LIE laid particular stress on the importance of the horse 
* ' wranglers, who would have charge of the mounts after 
the robbery was completed. 

Again he made the statement: "Have the animals ready 
to mdunt after my signal. Be under cover near Hot Springs, 
which is about four miles east of Verdi and six miles west 
of Reno. There is plenty of brush and cottonwoods for con- 
cealment. Be there at dark.no matter what the weather may be. 

"Once again, I'll have you repeat my orders." 

Two of the men were to build a barricade of ties across 
the track at the granite monolith at Hot Springs; three 



were to act as horse wranglers ; two were to be ready for 
any emergency at the barricade, when the engine and 
baggage-car reached there; five were to be at Verdi, 
Nevada, to board the train, and follow every detail of the 
plans that had been outlined. 

"Oh, yes ! Here is something else that will interest you 
all," continued Davis to the silent, grim-faced outlaws. 
"This will be the first real train robbery that has ever been 
attempted in the United States. I well know that every 
peace officer, every Government agency, and the horde of 
Wells-Fargo gunmen and detectives will be after us. For 

this reason, 
every detail 
that I have 
worked out 
must be fol- 
lowed with cun- 
ning and with 
the carefulness 
that will go 
to make this 
hold-up a sure- 
fire success." 

Snow began 
to fall late in 
the evening of 
November 4th, 
1870. There 
had been a 
white covering 
o\er the hills 
and down in 
the Truckee 
meadows for 
almost a 
month. Soon 

the flurries settled down to the regular quiet, heavy curtain 
of white. It was the beginning of the first heavy fall of 
the season, and would remain on the hills for some time. 

Hot Springs, a muddy sink and morass, where the hot 
waters bubbled and spurted from out the slime, was almost 
on. the right-of-way of the railroad. Three hundred yards 
to the west, a granite mass, a slip-off from the high hills of 
Peavine Mountain, rose fifty feet above the level of the 
meadows. There were no residents, and no ranches, within 
several miles of this point. Passers-by were few and far 
between, after the advent of the railroad. The Dog Valley 
Trail, which formerly had been traversed by hundreds of 
big freighting teams, was all but deserted of travel. The 
old order of things was no more. 

Verdi, Nevada, was a lumber camp, almost on the Cali- 
fornia line. The new depot had just been completed, and 
the telegraph operators and the agent had been installed. 
This little camp was proud of its depot. Lumber-jacks, 
teamsters, freighters, and camp-followers waited patiently 
about the depot to watch the irrival of the wonderful rail- 
road train. 

On November 4th, the heavy, falling snow made the 
orange and red glare of the oil lamps seem spooky. Voices 
were muffled. 

From out the mouth of the Truckee River Canyon came 
the shrill, penetrating whistle of the locomotive of the dinky 
little train, borne down the neck of the deep, glacial gash 
that parts the towering mountains. 

The saloons and gambling-houses emptied their hordes of 
good-natured humanity. There was the horse-play of snow- 
balling, "washing faces," and tumbling about over the white, 
soft spread. 

Around the big curve, the dull, shadowy glimmer of the 
headlight came into view. Then the funnel-shaped smoke- 
stack, belching forth sparks and smoke, could be seen. The 
little train pulled in. 

The crowd began to mill around it, looking with awe at 
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the combination baggage-and-mail car, and then the three 
tiny coaches. The mail-clerk was housed in one end of the 
baggage-car, a sort of a cubby-hole, which was partitioned 
off from the main space of the baggage compartment. 

Of course, the arrival of the train was an event, and all 
interest was centered in the marvel of the wonderful cars 
that had come all the way over the high Sierra Nevada 
Mountains, and were on their way across the hundreds of 
miles of uninhabited deserts to Salt Lake, Utah. 

In the bustle, and amid the fast-falling snow, the crowds 
failed to see five masked meq board the train, just as it 
gained headway. These men were heavily armed with re- 
volvers, shotguns, and rifles. All were dressed in dark 
clothes, and their coats belted in. 

Immediately after the engineer had pulled out the throttle, 
and attained schedule speed, which, of course, was not much 
faster than that of a good trotting horse, the rattle and ex- 
haust made an uproar that drowned all ordinary noise. Then, 
suddenly, he and his fireman had the unpleasant sensation 
of feeling pistol muzzles pressed against their backs — and 
two masked men greeted them with the injunction: 

"Not a word out of you ! Do exactly as you are told, and 
no harm will come to you. But make one false move — and 
the important part of you two men will be scattered all over 
this boiler-head !" 

The three other bandits took possession of the front and 
rear ends of the baggage-car. The storm continued. The 
train crew were busy within the coaches. The mail-clerk 
and the baggage-man were occupied with their checking, 
and other clerical work, preparing for the business of the 
important stop 
at Reno. 

When the 
train was about 
two miles out 
of Verdi, it 
crossed the 
Truckee River, 
and entered a 
cut. 

At this point, 
the hold-up 
man who was 
covering the 
engineer, said, 
"Blow the 
whistle for 
brakes — and 
be careful that 
you do it un- 
der railroad 
rules !" 

The brake- 
men, who were 
in the coaches, 
rushed to the 
brake - wheels, 
and began 
tightening up 
the chains Jthat 
pulled the 
little brake- 
shoes down on 
the wheels. 
Soon they had 
the train under 

control, and when it had almost come to a stop, the three 
outlaws on the platform of the baggage-car cut the whistle- 
'cord and pulled the coupling-pin, thus cutting the baggage- 
car away from the coaches. 

In the blinding storm the brakemen did not sec what was 
going on at the front of the train. They stepped inside 
the coaches again, to await the signal for releasing the 




brakes. It was not unusual to stop the train any place at 
any time. 

"Now, Mister Engineer, pull out that throttle, and give 
her all she has l M one of the bandits in the engine-cab said. 
"We are in a hell of a hurry to get down the road a bit. 
Don't make any mistakes, either." 

The engineer began to argue about leaving the coaches 
standing behind. A threatening gesture, and an almost im- 
perceptible signal to the other robber, that was quickly 
understood by the engineer to mean instant death, caused 
him to do what the robber ordered. He opened the throttle 
wide, and the little kettle of an engine began to gather speed 
and soon attained a maximum of almost twenty miles per 
hour down the grade. 

YY/HEN the engine and baggage-car, drifting along 
™ through the fast-falling snow, rounded the curve just 
west of Hot Springs, a lantern was waved across the track. 
The engineer was ordered to stop. 

But he had just about made up his mind to take a des- 
perate chance and try to run on in to Reno. How- 
ever, when he saw the high pile of railroad ties lying across 
the rails, he gave up that idea. The ties were pyramided, 
and had been laid for a distance of twenty feet — an im- 
passable barrier. 

This extra precaution, taken by the road-agents, was done 
for the purpose of defeating just such a plan as had occurred 
to the engineer. 

It was an ideal spot for the robbery. 
Now the entire band, with the exception of the men who 

were supposed 
to take care 
of the horses, 
surrounded the 
engine and car. 
With drilled 
precision, the 
robbers took 
their places as 
had been com- 
manded by 
Davis. 

One of the 
hold-up men 
hammered on 
the baggage- 
car door with 
the butt of his 
gun, at the 
same time call- 
ing in a muf- 
fled voice: 
"Open up. 

Bill r 

"Who's 
there — and 
what do you 
want ?" came 
from Bill Cun- 
ningham, in- 
side the car. 

"Open up. 
It's me — Jerry 
Riley, the con- 
ductor." 

The blowing 

off of the engine, and the racket made by the little boiler, 
caused all voices to sound alike, and the baggage-man 
opened up the small sliding door. As it rolled back, he 
found himself facing a masked man, with a leveled shotgun 
directed at his midriff. With perfect co-ordination, without 
fuss or feathers, two other masked and armed men crawled 
into the car. {Continued on page 72) 



Photograph by Courtesy Miriam Swanton, Verdi, Nevada 

Reproduction of old photograph (the only one in existence! of the main street 
of Reno, Nevada, taken in the year 1869, only a few months prior to the train 
robbery. The building shown at the far end of the wooden bridge (center) is 
where now stands the $2,500,000 Riverside Hotel. The Wells-Fargo building 
is the first in the left foreground 
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By 

Madame Papillot 



There have been 




IVfOTE: These unuizing revela- 
*• * tions by Madame Fernande 
Papillot, with whom Landru, the 
arch-murderer of France, was found 
living at the time of his arrest, 
break a long silence of six years. 
They are here given to the public 
with an astounding frankness that 
draws a vivid, living picture of 
"Bluebeard" Landru, the demon 
lover, as he really ivas. 

As Madame Papillot herself states, 
*7w this story I lay bare my bat- 
tered, bleeding soul" — so in these 
words, tense with emotion, is seen 
the reason why President Gilbert of 
the Assize Court, at Versailles, 
looked at the girl with such interest 
when she came to the witness stand 
at the Landru trud, and showed his 
amazement that she had lived for 
more than a year with' this man of 
death—and yet was alive to tell the 
story. 



{Above) This photograph shows 
how the jury voted for the 
Landru death sentence. Note 
the stern looks on the men> 
faces as they await their turn 
to drop the fatal paper in the 
urn 

{Below) Landru is here shown, 
under guard, awaiting the jury's 
verdict 



Li\ST month, in this magazine, 1 tokl the real facts about 
my life with "Bluebeard" Landru, the demon lover — 
Jk about the little black book containing the names of a 
hundred women whom he had marked for murder — 
about the hideous happenings at the "Black Villa." at Gam- 
bais. where Landru killed no less than sixteen women and 
burned their bodies. 

many inhuman monsters who have 
ghoulishly dismembered their victims 
after they have done them to death, 
but for deftness and certainty of pur- 
pose Landru must always stand out in 
criminal history. It must be remem- 
bered that for a few months during 
his checkered career he studied under 
a professor in bacteri- 
ology and anatomy at 
the University of Bonn. 
There he no doubt 
learned something of the 
art of dissection, and 
was able to cut to pieces 
the bodies of his victims 
in a clean and expert 
manner. 

But one cannot carry 
out such an operation 
with the ordinary tools 
of the kitchen, and the 
famous love-murderer 
had to provide himself 
with a complete and up- 
to-date "Murder Out- 
fit." How many count- 
less times have I looked 
into the little green 
leather case, full of in- 
struments which he said 
he used for the dissec- 
tion of animals in his 
bacteriological experi- 
ments ! There 
was the long, 
thin knife with 
the ivory 
handle — with 
which I occa- 
sionally cut 
string, without 
the knowledge 
of its owner. 
Little did I re- 
alize that its 
tempered blade 
had served other 
and more sinis- 
ter purposes. 
There was also 
the Miiall saw 
(was it used to 
cut through 
bone?), the 
long pincers, 
and the strange- 
ly curved scis- 
sors such as one 
sees in the win- 
dows of the 
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shops that cater to surgeons and doctors 
near the Ecole de Medecine in the Latin 
Quarier of the Boulevard Saint Germain. 

It was a neat case with some pockets, and 
I, with a woman's curiosity, searched it, and 
found rubber gloves and surgical swabs in 
the inmost compartments. It was, in fact, 
the outfit of a surgeon — equally useful, of 
course, to a murderer. 

On one terrible occasion I nearly met the 
>:une fate as the women who had come un- 
der the keen blade of the biggest knife. 
Lucien, or, rather, Landru — 
you will recall that I knew 
the arch-criminal by the name 
of Lucien Guillet (one of 
the hundred aliases he used) 
— had been drugging all day, 
and, his baser nature getting 
the better of him, he made a 
suggestion to me which I 
greatly resented. In the grip 
of anger, I struck at him 
wildly. 

My lover, in a tremendous 
passion, reached for the green 
leather case, took out the 
knife with the ivory handle, 
and, placing his hand in the 
corsage of my dress, tore it 
from top to bottom and held 
the keen point of the knife 
over my heart. 

Then, with his eyes glit- 
tering cruelly, he gradually 
pressed the blade into my 
flesh, until the blood 
began to flow ! 

I screamed. 

The sudden sound 
seemed to bring him 
back to his right 
senses. He drew the 
knife away, and cast 
it — blood-stained — 
from him. 

With tears stream- 
ing down his face, he 
dropped on to his 
knees at my feet. 

Voild ! — the demon 
lover again ! Care- 
fully, tenderjy, he 
bandaged up the wound over 
my heart, but to this day I 
carry a small scar there, to 
recall the occasion to me. 




IF ever a man brought mur- 
* der to a fine art, Landru 
did. Did not the police 
search for weeks, looking for 
traces of the bodies of his 

victims, while he laughed and jeered at them? Did they not 
dig up the garden at the Villa Trie, until they had turned 
it into a ploughed field? Did they not nearly pull the little 
red-brick building itself to pieces— drag ponds—dig up trees, 
in a vain search for human remains? 



(Abat e) Landru, unperturbed, answers the passionate 
outburst of Mme. Colin, mother of one of his 
missing "brides." In a calm voice he denied the as- 
sertions of the weeping mother 
i Below) The death wagon, in the early dawn, is 
shown carrying away the body of the French Blue- 
beard, after his execution 



And all the while, Landru, the inscrutable 
lover, the adored of the women of Paris, 
from the smart Society woman to the 
cocotte of the boulevards — looked on satiri- 
cally, and said, quoting from the newspapers, 
"There is no 'Affaire Landru'! You waste 
your time, mes amis. But perhaps you are 
looking for worms to bait your hooks for 
the week end fishing?" 

The police squirmed 
under his sarcasm, 
but searched on — and 
slowly but surely they 
tracked him to his 
doom. 

It was proved at 
the time of the trial 
that at least fifteen 
fair bodies had made 
smoke from the black 
stove in the Villa 
Trie, but it was 
known that Landru 
also used other meth- 
ods for the disposal 
of his victims' bodies. 
For instance, there 
was the twenty-two- 
year-old Madame Su- 
zanne Bernard, who 
nearly put Landru be- 
hind the bars many 
months before the 
time of his actual 
arrest. 

She was a cocotte, 
on whom fortune had 
smiled. She had made 
money — the officers of 
the Allies had poured 
much of their hard- 
earned pay into her 
dainty lap — and she. 
wise girl, had pre- 
ferred English pounds 
to the rather mer- 
curial franc. She had 
amassed a fortune in 
English treasury 
notes, which she had 
deposited at the Eng- 
lish bank in the Rue 
du Quatre Septembre, 
and of this fact she was 
foolish enough to tell "The 
Man with the Note-book" — 
Landru. 

In his diary, the murderer 
entered the following item 
concerning her: 



Suzanne Bernard. A lady 
of the English officers. Has 
prospered under the Union 
Jack. She has fine clothes— and the furniture in her apparte- 
mmt is valued at much. She has English money — the equiva- 
lent of 70,000 francs. She is deserving of close affection. 

But Suzanne Bernard was elusive. She had seen the con- 
tents of the pockets of the English officers, and the bearded 
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Don Juan had but few attractions for her. Landru, finding 
to his dismay and to the hurt of his personal vanity that the 
prosperous little cocotte would have nothing to do with him, 
tried another card. He gave her dope. At first, she hesi- 
tated. Then she accepted once — and she was lost. She went 
to him again and again for drugs. Finally, she was induced 
to go to the Villa Trie — and, miracle of miracles, returned 

to Paris safely. The time 
was not yet ripe. 

A regrettable incident 
had taken place at the 
Villa Trie — regrettable, 
that is, to Landru. Su- 
zanne, during her stay 
there, had been inquisitive. 
She had entered a room 
that she had been for- 
bidden to enter — and there 
she saw much female cloth- 
ing, stained with blood! 

She said nothing, 
but, slipping out of 




the chain of evidence that sent my lover to the guillotine. 

The following passage in Landru's private diary shows 
that, of all his victims, Suzanne Bernard was the most 
difficult and elusive: 

The little Suzanne B. is proving a bad one. She has no affec- 
tion for me, and but for the cocaine I would despair. Today 
at her appartewent she took in her hands a whip, and lashed 
me like a dog because I refused her the drugs. For this, she 
shall pay. But there is the English money also. 

A woman thrashing the terrible Landru is an incident 
almost beyond belief — but there it is on record, in the hand- 
writing of the murderer himself ! 

I can easily imagine the astonishment and maniacal anger 
of Henri under the lash, wielded by the woman he sought to 
murder and rob. 

She had fire and spirit, the fair Suzanne Bernard. 

Perhaps that was why the English officers admired her 
so much. 



T 



(Below) Mme. 
Morin, on the 
witness stand, 
is giving evi- 
dence on Mme. 
Cuchet, who 
was Landru's 
first bride. On 
the right is the 
mattress Mme. 
Cuchet brought 
over with her 
from England 
(Above) Mme. 
Cuchet 




the Villa, she took the first train back to Paris — alone. 

Landru followed her, but until the dope-craze came to the 
little love-lady again, she would have nothing of him. 

One day she sought out Landru, and, with her body tor- 
tured by the lack of narcotics, begged for cocaine. He said 
that they must travel outside Paris to Saint-Cloud to obtain 
it. She -agreed, and entered his automobile. 

It was night, and suddenly he stopped the car in a deserted 
street. Seizing the drug-crazed woman at his side, he did 
what he had never done before — he bound and gagged her, 
and then blinded her ! 

And while he drove far into the country, his pretty victim 
writhed in horrible agony in the back of his automobile ! 

He stopped the car in the middle of the forest of Ram- 
bouillet, and completed his crime by strangling the girl, 
after forcing her to sign a check, drawn in his favor on the 
English bank, where the little butterfly kept her money. 
Landru put her body in a sack he carried in the car, and 
weighted it with stones. Then he threw it into a deep pond 
in the middle of the forest. 

Months later, the sack and part of the clothing were re- 
covered by the police, during their long, obstinate search. 
That discovery supplied one of the most important links in 



HAT Henri Desire Landru was a hypnotist, world- 
famous experts and criminologists have established be- 
yond doubt. He 
possessed the 
same evil, un- 
canny power 
that the snake 
uses to charm a 
bird. It was this 
faculty that made 
him irresistible 
to women. Few 
realized exactly 
what his evil 
attraction was, 
but each woman 
had the subtle 
feeling that here 
was a man who 
knew life in all 
its phases. The 
fact that he was 
a Sadist and 
had been adored 
by many women 
may have been 
an added attrac- 
tion. Perhaps 
his sweethearts 
were actuated 

by the desire to be loved by the man who had loved so many 
others— or the desire to win his affections away from some 
other member of the sex, known or unknown. 

It has been said that Landru murdered only for greed. 
This is. incorrect ; he murdered for two reasons — greed and 
lust. It was a part of his warped mentality to inflict cruelty 
on women, and I am of the opinion that he killed chiefly to 
satisfy this desire to be cruel, and that he placed the acquisi- 
tion of his victim's goods and money as a secondary con- 
sideration. But this is a mere opinion, and is against all the 
established theories of experts. However, after all, the 
opinion of the woman who was the mistress of the murderer 
himself for over a year, may be as valuable as that of the 
dignified criminologists, who got their ideas merely from 
listening to the testimony at the trial. 

Women made fools of themselves over Landru. Imagine 
one, for instance, kneeling at the feet of the arch-murderer 
and baring her body with the plea that he should kill her, 
rather than transfer his love to another woman. 

And the man had already planned her murder, in his heart ! 

Later, see this same woman lying dead on the bed of the 
arch-criminal, waiting for the dissecting knife, while the 
fire in the black stove below, roared for its human fuel ! 
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Contemplate another foolish girl, fighting with a drug- 
crazed fiend who sought to make her the victim of his 
sadistic bestialities. See the brutal blows showered upon 
her until she falls bleeding to the floor of a soft-carpeted 
and carefully-lit appartemcnt in the center of Paris. Feel 
her pain as she is kicked brutally in the body, and left for 
dead — which is a true picture of myself, victim of one of 
the dope-crazed moments of the demon lover ! 

And, with it all, I crawled to my feet, and awaited the 
return and the pleasure of my lcrd and master ! 

What was the uncanny fascination of this man of blood? 
Was it hypnotism, or powers specially conferred on him 
by his own master, the Devil ? 

Why is it that women so often adore the most 
repulsive specimens of the opposite sex — human 
vultures who ill-treat them and have not the 
slightest genuine passion in their misshapen bodies? 
I, who loved and still love a man whom the world 
calls assassin, cannot give a name to this strange 
order of things. The reason remains 
as obscurely hidden as many of the 
bodies of Landru's victims. 

TT is interesting to note the type of 

woman that appealed most strongly 
to this demon lover. He liked girls 
between nineteen and twenty- four 
years old, and pre- 
ferred brunettes to 
blondes, as far as 
I could gage. He 
liked me, as he said 
often, because of my M 
figure. It has those 
curves which appar- /mi 
ently fell in with his ^JT / ' 

ideals of what a V^F/f 
woman should be. KflS^ 

I may say that my 
appearance had to be 
very passable, in 
view of the fact that 
I was employed as 
a "figure" at the 
Folies Bergeres. 
During the day I 
worked in a shop, 
but at night I ap- 
peared in the chorus 
of the theater, and 
posed in the various 

tableaux required in the scenes of each particular program. 

Landru had a very critical eye for a pretty girl. He was 
particular in details. For example, he would never be in 
any way attracted towards a woman who was not perfectly 
manicured and absolutely soigne in appearance, and whom 
he would not be proud to be seen with. A keen psychologist 
of women, Landru was also an excellent judge of women's 
dress — although he would never use his own money on 
buying clothes for any girl ! 

It was his proud boast that he had never met a woman who 
had refused his advances — and events showed that his state- 
ment was fairly well justified, though not entirely true, as 
was evidenced in the case of Suzanne B., previously men- 
tioned. Women did fall for Landru — I did — and the reason 
was because he was the perfect lover in speech and man- 
ners — although one could hardly call him handsome. But 
his perfectly manicured hands — the same hands that dissected 
the dead bodies of his victims — his almost womanly feet, 
and his graces and airs, gave him a pleasant exterior — and 
with his suave, rather musical voice and undoubtedly fine, 
though dangerous, eyes, he was, indeed, the demon lover — 
whom so many women gave themselves to, at their cost. 



T HAVE said so much about the bad side of Bluebeard 
* Landru that I think you will now allow me, in justice to 
him, to give you an insight into his better side. It has been 
said that there is good in even the worst of us, and I think 
I can convince you that even Henri Desire Landru had some 
commendable traits. 

Frankly, I believe that the whole life of this master-crook 
was blasted by one small incident which occurred when he 
was but a youth, studying to be an engineer. It concerns a 
woman with whom he was very much in love at that time. 
I will not give her name, as I have no doubt that her friends 
and relatives are still alive — but it is sufficient to say that 
she was a demi-mondaine who made the 
acquaintance of Landru casually in a cafe. 
Strangely enough, he fell violently in love 
with her, and, blinded by his passion, did not 
take into account the life she was leading. 

Under her spell 
and in response to 
her insatiable crav- 
ing for money, he 
began to steal from 
his relatives. Later 
he committed vari- 
ous small burglaries, 
pouring into the lap 
of his enchantress 
the few hundreds of 
francs that he ob- 
tained. For many 
months, this went 
on — then, one day, 
the woman for 
whose sake he had 
embarked upon a 
career of crime, was 
found poisoned in 
her bed ! 

Landru was ar- 
rested and ques- 
tioned, but, being 
able to prove that he 
was out of Paris on 
the night of the 
tragedy, he was re- 
leased. Broken- 
hearted at the death 
of his first love, and 
with the germs of 
degeneracy already 
planted in his youth- 
ful soul, he quickly gravitated into larger criminal activities, 
and, giving up his desire to be an engineer, became a wolf 
of the underworld of Paris — the companion of filles de joie 
and souteneurs, and a man who shunned the police. 

The unscrupulous and unfortunate girl of the cafe had 
set the young Landru's footsteps on the wrong road, and it 
was impossible for him to turn back. True, he married — a 
beautiful and good woman, who is still alive in Paris. But. 
although he managed to build up a small motor business of 
his own, there was always the other life he led — the under- 
world existence, which was his, after the hours of dark, 
when he was one of the most dangerous criminals in 
France — totally unlike the rather bourgeois motor engineer 
of the daylight hours. 

I have said thai there was much that was good in Henri 
Landru. I think that if anyone saw more good in him 
than others did, it was I, his intimate companion for a year. 
There is one other woman who believed only good of this 
strange man, and that was his wife. She and I together — 
and we often meet — believed in the love-murderer, and still 
think of him with affection and regret. 

In my opinion, a man who picks up a dirty, starving 




Maitre Moro-Giafferi, 
Landru's counsel, 
shown below, is about 
to begin his summing 
up for the Defense 
{Above) Landru is seen assidu- 
ously taking notes, which he 
used in his address to the jury 
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urchin in the streets and who takes him into the nearest 
bistro and gives him all he can eat and some money to go 
on with, cannot be entirely devoid of the human spark of 
affection and good — and this was a regular incident in the 
life of Bluebeard Landru, even during the weeks when 
the police-net was drawing closer about him. 

Looked at fairly, Landru, it seems to me, was inhuman 
only in his relations with the opposite sex. I have often 
wondered whether the cocotte who originally taught him to 
sin and who was found poisoned, did not so embitter his heart 
against all women as to make him wage an endless war 
against them, with such fierceness that he was ready to take 
any sort of advantage. Is not that the psychological motive 
back of many of his crimes? 



did not suggest the criminal, 



I ANDRU'S appearance 
" and he very 
often passed as 
a benevolent 
business man. 
Taking me with 
him, he would 
visit the charity 
bazaars — and 
there spend 
money that he 
had doubtless 
taken from the 
purses of his 
victims ! 

On one occa- 
sion, he actually 
superintended a 
stall and sold 
perfume, at a 
fashionable ba- 
zaar, given at 
the Paris house 
of Baron Roth- 
schild. This, no 
doubt, appealed 
to him, as most 
of his customers 
were of the fair 
sex. I think it 
was a relief to 
Landru to be 
thought respect- 
able — the same 
trait, of course, 

has been observed in many criminals throughout the world. 

At the very time that he was playing his little part in 
Parisian Society, the murderer was spending a portion of 
his time at the "horror flat" on the Rue Pigalle, where he 
killed at least two of his victims, afterwards transporting 
them to his incinerator at the Villa Trie, at Gambais. 

The Rue Pigalle is, of course, in the very heart of Mont- 
martre, that district of Paris which is known the world 
over and is declared to be the Mecca of all foreign tourists 
to the Gay City. There, while the windmill of the Moulin 
Rouge reflected its red lights in the windows of his death- 
flat, Landru murdered the youngest and most fascinating of 
his victims. 

Situated on the second floor, the flat contained two 
bedrooms, a salon, and .1 bathroom. It was sumptuously 
furnished with articles stolen from the various women 
Landru had already taken to the Black Villa. It was esti- 
mated later that the furniture was worth at least 50,000 
francs ! 

. Shaded lights, Gobelin tapestries, and delicate Louis XIV 
chairs helped to supply the proper atmosphere for the great 
criminal's love-making. 

Annette Pascal was lured to this smart appartement, and, 




while she lay on his richly cushioned divan, smoked his 
scented cigarettes, and sipped the costly liquors bought with 
the money of his previous victims, he sat at her feet and 
breathed romantic phrases into her delicate ears. Presently 
there came the night when he was more loving than usual — 
always a dangerous and sinister sign with Landru — and a 
poisoned drink was offered to this beautiful woman, who had 
dreamt night and day of the pleasures of this love-nest, 
shared with the man she adored. 

Unsuspecting, she drank the poisoned cup— and sank back 
on the couch, intoxicated with the magic of the presence of 
the demon lover. Then the deadly toxin began to work, 
and, as Landru watched her through narrowed eyelids, and 
twisted the end of his beard with carefully manicured fingers, 
the glorious Annette shuddered, convulsed, started up, and 
sank back on the golden-tasseled cushions— dead ! 

Landru now 
rose to his feet, 
switched on a 
small light, spe- 
cially situated at 
the head of the 
couch, and. after 
adjusting his 
glasses, lifted 
his victim's eye- 
lids, with the 
manner of a 
doctor. Then 
his thin lips 
curled back in 
an evil smile — 
and, lifting the 
dead hand, he 
kissed it, and 
bowed to the 
spirit departing 
from this world. 

I myself vis- 
ited that flat 
several times — 
it was there that 
I was first alone 
with Henri 
Landru — and I 
am one of the 
few who entered 
the appartement 
and came out 
again, still 

breathing ! How close I walked to death, without knowing it ! 

One of the features of the "horror flat" was a large wine 
cupboard, and it was because of this, I am sure, that Landru 
selected the appartement as a Paris branch of his "Murder 
Factory," with the "Head Office" at the Villa Trie. It was 
possible to hide his victims' bodies in the cupboard until he 
could transport them to Gambais, to be reduced to ashes 
and dust. 

I ANDRU served an apprenticeship as a murderer. He did 
not kill in haphazard fashion, trusting to good fortune 
that he would not be discovered. The famous "Bluebeard" 
of Gambais served his "indentures" under a master- 
murderer — none other than Pierre Galou, who was guil- 
lotined for the killing of five women. 

Landru and Galou, "The Pig," as he was called, were very 
good friends, and I have little doubt but that they often dis- 
cussed the very interesting topic of homicide. 

It is difficult to say who was Landru's first victim — the 
police and others have made many guesses, but it is not 
known whether they decided definitely on the point. It may 
have been that the little cocotte, who died of poison, far back 
in Landru's youth, was really killed by him. At least, it is 



Bluebeard" Landru on his way to trial, en route from prison, accompanied by 

three court officer* 
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certain that Landru's first murder was not accidental, but 
coolly planned and premeditated. 

Landru, like the notorious English killer, Crippen, thought 
about murder as an art and planned each crime weeks ahead. 

Of all the French murderers who have paid the extreme 
penalty, I think that Bluebeard Landru's crimes presented 
the darkest mystery to the police — for they searched for 
the bodies of his victims so long that they 
almost gave up in despair and released the 
prisoner. 



TT was noticed that Landru was able to 
speak the English language with a 
fair fluency, and the reason for this was 
often questioned. Had he been to Eng- 
land? He himself emphatically denied 
that he had ever crossed the English 
Channel. But this was untrue, for I 
know for a fact that Landru had in his 
possession a 



(Above) Inspector 
of Police, Ribou- 
lct, who had made 
a special study of 
Landru's diary, 
addresses the jury. 
"It is his Gospel, 
and he will hang 
me if I don't get 
justice by the jury 
and the court, 
said Landru sar- 
castically, on that 
occasion 



passport, in the 
name of Etienne 
Dupont, bearing 
the necessary 
stamps allowing 
him to travel to 
England. 

Now, why did 
Bluebeard Lan- 
dru ever go to 
England ? Was 
it to carry his 
murder trail in- 
to that country? 
No. The reason 
was this ! 

One of his 
victims, Ma- 
dame Crozatier, 
whom he had 
murdered at the 
Villa Trie, had 
some property 
in Sussex, which, 
before she died, 
she made over 
in legal form to 
Landru. In 
order to secure 
the title to it, 
he had to cross 
the Channel. 

There was no 
difficulty in this. 
He applied for a 
passport, in a 
name other than 
his own. It was 
granted, and he 
made the trip, 
via Dieppe and 

Newhaven, to London. There he saw the English agents of 
the firm that had arranged the legal transfer of the property 
from Madame Crozatier to Landru. 

Henri Landru then went down to see the property, and 
found that it consisted of a small villa and grounds near the 
town of Lancing. He gave instructions that it should be 
sold. Unfortunately, however, an aged relative of Madame 
Crozatier was living in the house. But Henri wanted the 
money, and so the seventy -year-old aunt of the murdered 
woman was bundled out of her home, the place was sold, 
and the killer received many English pounds in return for 
his bloody deed. 





After changing the money into francs, he returned to 
Paris and carefully put away the proceeds of his English 
sale. Thus it was that Landru, during the very days when 
he was a hunted man, visited the English capital, and, under 
the noses of the English police, took possession of his dead 
victim's property, pushed her aged relative into destitution, 
and returned — no doubt, quite happy — to his gay city of 
Paris. 

'"THERE has always been a question as 
* to Landru's birth. There is some 
mystery surrounding it, and rumor has 
repeatedly whispered that by birth he 
was not French at all, but Swiss — and 
that at an early age he was adopted by 
his recognized parents from a 
wealthy although illicitly united 
couple at Bern. 

I think that there may be 
some truth in this tale, for 
Landru always spoke of Switzer- 
land in very affectionate terms, 
as if it was the country that 
he loved most dearly. 

One very cu- . 
rious fact about 
Landru was that 
(Below) The he had on his 
court-room at body a most 

the o P J™Tl£ t Xt : a ° r , din \ ry 

dru's trial. He is seated, birthmark. Its 

guarded by three offi- shape suggested 

cers, in the prisoner's a tinv image 0 f 

dock at the right a wQ ^ a 

ravaging beast 
with open fangs 
and bushy tail. 
He was rather 
proud of this 
disfigurement, 
and made light 
of it as an af- 
fliction. 

Was it some 
irony on the 
part of nature 
that he should 
be marked thus 
with a symbol 
of the beast that 
he so much re- 
sembled in his 
mode of life — 
a bloodthirsty, 
brutal, and cow- 
ardly animal, 
always looking 
for and attacking 
the weak ? It 
is an interesting 
question — for 

Fate or the Power that makes us, does play jokes like that — 
ironical pleasantries that are both bizarre and terrible. 

Landru was a freak — there is no doubt about that — a freak 
bodily, mentally, and, most certainly, morally. He was 
perhaps an emissary to this world, from the Evil One — a 
human husk mto which the Devil had entered, in order to 
wreak murder and vengeance on the world that had cast him 
out. Who knows? 

I COME now to the most tragic incidents in the history 
• of my love for the arch -murderer. 

It was early on the morning of April 12th, 1919, that 
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there came a loud knocking at the door of Landru's 
appartement at 96 Rue de Rochouart. Springing out of bed, 
I wrapped a peignoir round me and threw open the door. 

At unce, four men brushed past me, and, striding into the 
bedroom, laid hands on my lover and tore him from the bed. 

"You are Lucien Guillet?" they asked. 

My lover admitted that he was. 

•'We are officers of the 'Brigade Mobile'," replied the 
tallest of the men, who was Commissaire de Police Dantel, 
of the Prefecture. "We have ten warrants for your arrest. 
Dress, and come with us!" 

Fiercely I pro- 
tested, but the 
detectives turned 
and ordered me 
sharply to get in- 
to my clothes, as 
I also was under 
arrest. 

A quarter of 
an hour later, my 
lover and I were 
bundled into a 
taxicab, and 
rushed to the 
Headquarters of 
the Surete-Gene- 
rale at the Pre- 
fecture, where we 
were both ques- 
tioned for two 
hours. Then 
Landru was taken 
away, and I was 
ordered to be de- 
t a i n e d in the 
woman's prison at 
Saint-Lazare, un- 
til further in- 
quiries were made 
about me. 

Landru, whose 
real identity had been established by his Bertillon measure- 
ments was placed in an auto, and taken to Gambais. He 
was later turned over to the authorities at Mantes. 

Such was the arrest of myself and my lover, on that spring 
morning, when life was gay and, outside of the prison, all 
Paris was sunning itself in the warm sunshine. 

Three days later I was released from the Prison of Saint- 
Lazare as an innocent victim of my association with Landru, 
and I at once found myself the center of the greatest cause 
celbbre that has ever swept France — the talk of the cafes, 
and the latest sensation of the newspapers. 

I hastened to see my lover, and found him perfectly com- 
posed and contemptuous of the frantic search being made 
by the police, in their effort to discover the remains of the 
women he was supposed to have murdered. By special per- 
mission I was able to visit Landru almost daily. And one day, 
when the gardien had left us alone for a moment, my lover 
whispered words in my ear that made my blood turn cold. 

"Go," he said, "to the Villa at night, and remove the 
loose stones of the kitchen floor. Take what you will find, 
and cast them into the Seine !" 

"W hat is it that I shall find?" I asked fearfully. 

"Bones!" came the sharp, whispered reply o^ the man who 
had been my fiance for a year. 

I recoiled in horror, my face deadly white. 

"Then what they say ... is true!" I cried. 

"Bah ! They talk like children," said Henri. "I am 
shielding another. Do as I say!" 

Hastily I left, my heart in my throat. I could not do this 
thing that my lover asked of me — I shrank with fear and 
loathing from the task. A week passed, and I went to see 



A group of officials gathered about the guillotine in the prison square 
at Versailles, awaiting Landru's arrival, where he met death by the 

giant knife 



Landru again. His dark, burning eyes stared at me keenly. 

"You did as I said ?" he asked eagerly. 

I looked at him for a moment. "It is done," I lied without 
flinching. 

"Bon, bon!" cried Landru. "You are indeed the sunbeam 
in my life !" 

"I would do anything for you, cherie" I cried, clasping 
the hands of my lover. 

"You would?" asked Henri, looking eagerly into my face 
with his magnetic eyes. Then he asked me softly to try 
and assist him to escape — to get a revolver from an address 

that he would 
give me. 

Quickly I re- 
fused, and, rising, 
left the cell. My 
lover was asking 
too much of me. 
As I went away, 
I tried to shut 
him out of my 
heart, but I 
found it impos- 
sible. However, 1 
did not go to the 
prison again. 

The days 
passed. Hundreds 
visited me. I re- 
ceived written 
proposals of mar- 
riage by the 
dozen. A famous 
music-hall offered 
me a thousand 
francs a night to 
appear on its 
stage. I was 
asked to write a 
book. But I said 
no to all such 
suggestions. Even 

had I desired to accept an offer to capitalize my notoriety, 
the detectives who watched me night and day would not 
have allowed it. 

Day followed day, and the police gathered more and more 
evidence, while Landru's counsel, Maitre Moro-Giafferi, 
worked hard at his brief. Henri Landru remained in the 
prison at Mantes, his self-confidence gradually evaporating 
as the police slowly followed the hidden trail of blood that 
led to his victims. 

Then came the day of the great trial in the Assize Court, 
at Versailles. I was one of the chief witnesses. 

I had many offers from men who wished to escort me to 
the Court that day — some were actually from millionaire.-, 
who would have placed their luxurious automobiles at my 
disposal. But I was already provided with an escort and 
an equipage — a large, gray motor-car and two gentlemen 
cavaliers — in fact, a police car and the strong arms of two 
detectives. 

I reached the Court, and was ushered through the 
thronging crowds, composed chiefly of women who had 
come to bask under the hypnotic glances of the man who 
had murdered, seduced, and burnt many of their sex. A 
great number were of the best Parisian Society. 

As I took my stand in the witness-box, President Gilbert 
raised his glasses, looking with amazement at the girl who 
had lived with Landru for a year, and yet was alive to tell 
the story! ' 

"Silence !" called the Usher. 

"We are not at the theater!" said the President of the 
Tribunal. "Your profession, Mademoiselle?" he added, 
looking at me with a smile. {Continued on fagi 70) 



"ONE 
CHANCE 

in 

TEN 
THOUSAND 



Inspector Frahm, of the 
Detroit Police Department, 
took a long chance — and 
with the help of one of the 
most expert detectives in the 
U. S., in his special field, he 
set out to accomplish the 
'impossible" 



By Frederic O. Schultze 

of the Detroit FREE PRESS 



WHEN Morris Bloch, owner of an oil station on the 
Six-mile Road, Detroit, was cruelly shot to death 
in a hold-up, December 1, 1926, the police admitted 
there was "not one chance in ten thousand that his 
slayer would be arrested." * 

But Walter Brown, a man of science and an amateur 
detective, and Inspector Fred Frahm, of the Homicide 
Squad, attempted the impossible — they would track the 
killer down ! The result of their efforts is the most amaz- 
ing story that I have ever "covered" in my years as police 
reporter for the Detroit Free Press. Today, as I recon- 
struct the spectacular man-hunt in my mind's eye, I say to 
myself, "There never was another case like it 1" 

I might explain at the beginning that Walter Brown is 
not the real name of the amateur — and that I am disguising 
his name at his own request. His assistance, given to the 
police in other cases which I ave brought him publicity, has 
had destruction as an aftermath. On one occasion his home 
was bombed. In another instance his automobile was de- 
stroyed. He has been threatened with death on innumerable 
occasions. It is because of this that he would rather remain 
in the background. With the exception of his name, the 
story is entirely accurate. 




Bloch stag- 
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The facts of the robbery and murder are these : 

Bloch was alone in his oil station on a bitter cold day 
when two men parked their automobile several hundred feet 
away, and, while one hurried inside, the other one waited 
in the car, with the engine running. What happened in the 
station has never been found out exactly — but Bloch was 
robbed, and was shot near the heart. As the slayer fled with 
$38, Bloch staggered out of the door, clutching at his heart, 
and fell unconscious in the driveway. The man waiting in 
the auto drove away with his companion, and disappeared 
around the corner. 

The only witness was Peter Haggart, who was about a 
half a block away, driving a lumber wagon. He did not 
see the actual shooting, and was uncertain as to whether he 
had heard a .shot. But when he saw a man running and 
another come staggering out of the door, he suspected some- 
thing was wrong and made a mental note of the license 
number of the car. When he reached the oil station, Bloch 
was unconscious, and blood was flowing from a bullet wound 
in his chest; Haggart seized a pencil from the dying man's 
pocket and jotted down the license number of the car on a 
slip of paper, for fear it would escape his memory. Then 
he called the police. Bloch was rushed to the hospital, but 
died on the emergency table. 

The only possibility of tracing the criminals at that time 
was through the license number, but that clue failed when 
it was learned that the owner of the car was serving time 
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in the Detroit House of Correction on a misdemeanor 
charge, and that his car had been stolen from his garage. 
There was' another hope that Haggart might be able to 
identify the man he had seen, but this vanished when he said 
his attention was focused on the license number and he had 
seen only the bandit's back and would not be able to recog- 
nize him. 

So it appeared that the chances of solving the slaying 
were remote. 

DUT the city had been roused to an extent that it never had 
been before. People felt that no murder could be more 
brutal and unjustified. The fact that it had happened in 
broad daylight, at three o'clock in the afternoon, and that 
Bloch was a reputable business man who had been married 
but recently, further intensified public indignation. 

I was in the hospital when Bloch died, and I saw the 
flicker of hope fade from the eyes of the detectives with his 
passing, for they had hoped he would revive momentarily 
and give some clue to his assailant. Perhaps the murderer 
was well known to his victim. Or, at least, Bloch might 
have seen him about the station before, and if he did not 
know him by name, perhaps he could tell where he could be 



About forty years old, dressed almost to the point of 
foppishness, wearing spats and carrying a cane, he looked 
like what he was — a smart and successful business man. 
His build and carriage, coupled with his alertness, told of 
unlimited physical energy. Without formality, he sat on 
Inspector Frahm's desk, and drummed his heel against the 
side. I knew him, of course, having met him before in con- 
nection with his work on other cases. 

"If I were not so busy at the office, I would like to take 
about a year off and devote all of my time to police work," 
he was saying, "but you know how it is. A man must make 
a living. But I dare say I get more excitement out of 
tackling cases that interest me, than I would if I was at 
this business day in and day out." 

.And when he said this, I knew he was speaking in earn- 
est; for, in one branch of police work, he was without a 
superior, and that was in identifying bullets. He had taken 
up this study while an officer in the Coast Artillery, and 
had devoted years of research to it. It was his boast that 
he knew everything about every pistol and revolver ever 
made, even to the weight of the bullet and the number of 
grains of powder in the shell used in each gun. 

"You sent for me?" Brown asked a moment later. 



<r pHEN one night, when Brown casually picked up one of the spent 
bullets on the range, we thought he had suddenly gone crazy. . . It 
seemed as though he would fall to the floor, so great was his excitement 
" 'We've found it! I've got it!' he shouted." 
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found. Many questions must have flashed through the minds 
of the detectives, but they remained unanswered. Death 
had stilled the only tongue that could give the facts. 

/^\RDINARILY in Detroit, a murder investigation is 
^ assigned to a team of two, but, because of the utter 
wantonness of this one and the lack of clues, Inspector 
Frahm assigned it to two teams. The detectives were Fred 
Clark, Ray Gillette, James Wetmore, and Max Rickman. 

"We are going to get these men," Frahm told them with 
a confidence that I was sure he did not feel. 

"We've got about one cliance in ten thousand," one of 
the quartet told him frankly. 

"Well, it's a gambler's chance, anyhow. So, hop to it," 
replied the Inspector. 

The four men started on a trail that meant much work 
and very little glory as far as the public was concerned. 
Police are seldom given credit for the good work they do. 
It is usually when they are in trouble that the public be- 
comes interested enough to talk about them, and then it is 
not to compliment them. So the four knew if there was 
any glory in running the slayer down, it would only be 
transitory — but the satisfaction they got from doing a nasty 
assignment well, would be reward enough in itself. Looking 
for a needle in a haystack was somewhat similar to this. 

"Maybe we can get some stool-pigeon to squawk," said 
one of the detectives hopefully, as he left the room. 

But Morris Bloch, dead, was better able to give evidence 
than if he had been alive, cruel as it sounds. It was at this 
juncture that Brown entered the case. 

I was in Inspector Frahm's office when the amateur 
detective came in for a conference. 



"Yes, I did," replied Inspector Frahm. "I need your help." 

"I'll bet J know what for. It's the Bloch case." 

"Pretty good guess for an amateur detective," replied 
Inspector Frahm, smiling. 

"I've been reading about it in the papers, and I was com- 
ing over to offer my services this very day if you hadn't 
called me. I have been intensely interested, ever since I 
learned that the only clue is the bullet." 

"Yes, it is a thirty-two caliber bullet. That is all we 
know about it. Maybe you can tell us a little more." 

He reached into his desk and drew forth a small box. 
From it he picked out a pellet of lead. This was the bullet 
that had caused Bloch 's death. 

"You know, Inspector, that every bullet is as individual 
as a person's fingerprints. Do you remember only a few 
years ago when dyed-in-the-wool policemen scoffed at 
fingerprints, and their contempt was so great they simply 
wouldn't bother with them? Well, now, every gun in the 
world is as different from every other gun, as one finger- 
print is different from another. You can take twenty guns, 
or forty guns, or a hundred guns, if you like, and shoot a 
bullet from each, and then mix them up — and an expert can 
tell you from which gun each bullet was fired, as accurately 
as though each was marked with an identifying number." 

"HTHAT is why I called you in this case. That's the 
* bullet that killed Bloch — it's our only hope," said 

Inspector Frahm, as he handed Brown the little lead pellet. 
Pulling a small microscope from his vest pocket, the 

firearms expert examined the bullet minutely. After a few 

minutes, he spoke. 

"It has its own individual markings, of course. Look I 
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Notice the rifling, and those marks on the left, and that 
peculiar little scratch up higher. Why, it is marked as 
obviously as though the owner's name were written on it. 
The sad part of it is, though, we don't know who he is — 
but when he appears with his gun and fires it, I will know 
him as surely as if he had told me." 

"Now, all we have to do is go out and get him," said the 
Inspector, with a smile. 

"Well, Inspector, you told me this bullet was from a 
thirty- two caliber gun. You were right, as far as you 
went. I will go a little further, and tell you it was shot 
from a thirty-two caliber Colt revolver. If we could 
gather in every Colt revolver in the country and shoot a 
bullet from each, we could find out which gun it came 
from. If the man who owned it did not shoot Bloch, he 
could tell who did." 

"I may not be able to get 
every man in the country 
who owns a Colt of this 
kind — but I'll tell you what 
I am going to do. I am 



"but I know you won't use anything about it in the papers, 
because, if you do, it means this crook is going to slip out 
of town, gun and all, and we'll never be able to get him." 

In my eight years as police reporter, it is my proud boast 
that I never have broken a confidence with the police. After 
I had assured him that what I had heard had gone in one 
ear and out the other, I asked him if he really meant to 
hold every man who was arrested with a gun of that make 
and caliber. 

"Certainly," he replied. "You didn't believe I was jok- 
ing? It is the only chance of ever getting the killer, I be- 
lieve, unless some underworld character tips us off. And 
this murder has got to be solved ! Got to ! — do you get 
that? There have been more spectacular murders, I'll 
admit, but it is very seldom that a business man is shot down 
in cold blood in broad daylight. I am going to make an 
example of the man who did it, and put a scare into the 
underworld. It's going to mean work — but I am willing to 
work, and so is Brown. He's the man that has the key to 
the solution, and he'll work his head off." 

"Have you any idea how many men are arrested each 
week who carry guns?" I asked. 

"Roughly, about a dozen — but some weeks, as high as 
twenty. I have known of eight or ten being brought in 
during a single night. Then again, sometimes there won't 
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going to hold every son-of-a-gun and his 
brother in the city who is arrested with one — 
until his gun is tested, if you will co-operate 
with me. I'm going to see this thing through ! 
I am going to work on it night and day!" 

Frahm banged his fist down on the desk so 
hard that the windows rattled. 

"CeTtainly, I'm with you!" replied Brown. "You know 
my interest in firearms. My business duties may keep me 
from being with you during the day to any great extent, but 
I'll be here every night with you or your men — and we'll 
shoot every thirty-two caliber gun that is brought in. 
When you get the right gun, I'll tell you." 

Brown slipped the bullet into his pocket. 

"I want to examine it in my laboratory at home. I'll 
see you to-morrow." 

Thus began the round-up of "gun-toters" in this city of 
a million and a quarter, in one of the most unusual man- 
hunts that ever was undertaken anywhere. 

"You heard what he said," Inspector Frahm said to me, 



be a single one arrested for 
a week." 

"How are you going 
about it to hold these men 
until their weapons are ex- 
amined ?" I asked. "Won't you come up against a snag there ?" 

To an outsider, my questioning might seem impertinent, 
and I can almost hear readers say that police would not 
answer such questions as I put to Inspector Frahm. But a 
friendship of years' standing had done away with formali- 
ties. Newspaper men in Detroit, as everywhere else, are 
interested in solving crimes. And without any intention 
to boast, more than one case has been brought to a success- 
ful close, through the aid of reporters. In many instances, 
police have especially solicited their co-operation from the 
beginning. 

So, it was as though we were having a heart-to-heart 
talk and I was a high police official, when we discussed the 
matter. (Continued on page 96) 
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'"Little Carl's" 

Own Story 
from back of 
prison bars 

-4s* told to 
Oliver W. Smith 



[Note: For the protection of those 
concerned, all of the actual names of 
persons in this account have been 
changed} 



AUTHOR'S FOREWORD 

rO retell the story, as I heard it 
from "Little Carl," would be im- 
possible from a literary point of view. 
It was only by the most adroit ques- 
tioning that I was able, finally, to get 
from him the true facts of the case, 
and I purpose, in this narrative, to 
confine myself to truth in the retell- 
ing — truth which can be confirmed by 
facts which are a matter of record. 

To those who followed the story 
of Little Carl, zvith its lurid details, 
at the time when the police of ttvo 
countries were united and untiring in 
their efforts to apprehend him, dead 
or alive, for the killing of Detective 
Sergeant George Hainor, certain dis- 
crepancies ivill be at once apparent — 
discrepancies which unll invariably 
appear when both sides of any story 
are compared. 

I have had a personal and close acquaintance with Little Carl, 
of twelve years' standing, but it is no tart of my intention to 
make of him a romantic figure, or one deserving of special sym- 
pathy. I shall present to the reader some facts which are in- 
disputable, and Little Carl's own version of the shooting of Ser- 
. gcant Hainor, together with certain incidents which took place 
prior to the killing. These incidents / speak of have a bearing 
upon and lead up to the tragedy in a manner which may cause 
the reader to better understand the man himself, and to zvonder 
at the strange workings of fate. Thus it is quite possible there 
will be some who will agree with the writer in thinking that 
Little Carl is not the wanton murderer he has so often been 
pictured as being, so much as only an unfortunate victim of en- 
vironment, which he could neither side-step nor avoid. 

Carl Aragon is not in any sense a znndictwe person — far from 
it. He is a spontaneously good-natured, joz*ial character of the 
kind who makes friends readily in any company in which he 
finds himself. With enemies he is ever ready to cease hostilities 
when the olive branch is extended to him. But it is only fair 
to say thai prior to his entering the State's prison where he nozv 
is, Carl was sadly deficient in education, and ivhile not classed 
as on ignorant person, he was at least illiterate. While in prison 
he has studied diligently, read widely, and with better education 
and understanding there has come to him an appreciation, and a 
consideration for the individual rights of others, that was en- 
tirely foreign to him at that time when he looked upon the law, 
and ail its representatives, as hereditary enemies. 

The Little Carl of today is an entirely different person from 
the "Arizona Carl" zvho shot and killed Detective Sergeant 
Hainor one night in Wayburn, and, in the chase tliat followed, 
outwitted for a time, the police of both Mexico and the United 
States. The story of that happening and subsequent chase, full 
of action and romance, here follows: 
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"You want to go, 
do you?" I re- 
plied. "Well, let's 
go, then!" 



A PRISONER stood in the dock of the Superior Court 
in Wayburn. The court-room was crowded to ca- 
pacity with morbid thrill-seekers, such as, on these 
occasions, are always anxious to be "in at the death," 
so that they may later personally relate to others less for- 
tunate than themselves, the events witnessed — together with 
embellishments of their own. 
The judge is speaking: 

" — and it is the sentence of this Court that you be con- 
fined within the State Penitentiary for a period of eight 
years." 

A sigh was audible — coming from the audience. It seemed 
as though the crowd, as one person, had expelled a long pent- 
up breath, relieving the suspense of that tense moment while 
the sentence was being pronounced. 

The prisoner, upon learning his fate, gave no sign that he 
had heard the judge speaking. He turned — almost wearily, 
it seemed — as the bailiff approached, and he involuntarily 
held out his wrists for the steel cuffs to be adjusted thereon. 
He was led through a side door of the court-room, into a 
narrow hallway which took the officer and his prisoner 
through the "Bridge of Sighs:" Still handcuffed, the pris- 
oner was delivered into the hands of a deputy jailer. 

Relieved of the handcuffs, a quick, but thorough search of 
the prisoner was made. The heavy steel door to the tanks 
was swung outward, and a wave of the deputy's hand indi- 
cated that his charge was to enter. Maintaining the complete 
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the tragedy that brought to him the 
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silence he had preserved throughout the proceedings, 
the prisoner passed into the huge steel tank and 
mingled with the others of his kind, who were waiting 
to hear irom the prisoner himself what the judge had 
handed to Carl Aragon, in whom they felt an interest 
of good will. A period of whispered conversation, 
then: 

"All right — Aragon at the screen!" 

Aragon glanced up in surprise at the words, and 
failing to recognize a familiar face through the small 
space between the door and the wall, he walked slowly 
to the screen at the right of the door — a place provided 
for the purpose of allowing prisoners and visitors to 
converse. Aragon pressed his face against the dusty 
screen in an effort to locate his visitor. A huge 
shadow blotted out the light, and then a gruff voice 
broke the stillness : 

"Pretty soft for you, you !" 

The voice startled the prisoner, and he drew back 
hastily, but he soon recovered himself. He smilingly 
replied: "Yeah, I slipped one over on the bulls that 
time." He laughed. 

" 'That time' is right ! What did it cost you ?" 

"That'd be tellin.' Wouldn't you like to know, 
though ?" The prisoner's voice sounded almost glee- 
ful. The voice at the other side of the screen was 
wrathful. 

"You're a pretty wise kid, ain't you? Well, let me 
tell you something, Mex ! Yuh got off easy this time, 
but next time — look out!' His voice was ominous a* 
he continued: "Oh, sure, I know yuh think there won't be 
no 'next time/ and maybe there won't be. Anyway, yuh'd 
better not let me get yuh again in Wayburn, 'cause if I do, 
there won't be no chance for yuh to bribe your way out. I'll 
be the judge next time, and I'll hold court right there!" 

The prisoner's laugh was contemptuous as he turned from 
the screen without deigning to reply to the threats of the 
other. 

The man outside the screen was George Hainor, Detective 
Sergeant of the Wayburn Police Department. 
The prisoner, Carl Aragon — "Little Carl." 

o 

'"THE ferryboat drew away from the wharf at Oceanside. 
A and those late to arrive hurried toward the stern, some 
to find shelter in the cabin, while others remained on the 
outer deck — hardy souls who dared to face the cold fog of 
Oceanside bay in February, that they might be the first to 
land when the boat touched the other side. 

Inside the cabin, on a seat nearest the windows, were two 
men. A shrewd observer would not have needed the evidence 
of the handcuffs which adorned the wrists of the smaller of 
the two men, to at once place the larger man as a "dick." All 
of six feet and weighing close to two hundred pounds, his 




florid countenance puckered in a frown, the officer was the 
direct antithesis of his charge. 

"Little Carl," so called because of his diminutive stature, 
presented an incongruous contrast to the huge guardian of 
the law who was escorting him to prison. Exactly five feet 
tall, slightly built, his boyish figure vibrant with the energy 
of youth — he was only 22 years of age at this time — dark 
eyes, and hair reminiscent of his Spanish parentage, he ap- 
peared entirely oblivious to the curious stares of the other 
passengers as he chatted easily with his companion. The 
big fellow was talking: 

"In about thirty minutes you'll be there, Carl, and I want 
to tell you to keep your nose clean. There ain't nuthin' in 
this business of bein' hard-boiled, and the tougher you are in 
the Big House, the better they like it. Take my advice, boy, 
and make it easy on yourself. With your copper, you'll only 
have to do five-four, and, as you're a first-timer, there ain't 
no reason why you can't make parole." 

The big fellow's face was serious. Carl laughed scorn- 
fully. 

"Parole h— !" he jeered. "After that bunch o' bulls get 
through rappin' me, I won't have a chance." 

"Maybe not," the other conceded, "but the bulls ain't got 
a whole lot to say about the way the Big House is run, an' 
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you take my advice and try to earn your copper — it won't do 
you any good to do otherwise, and no harm can possibly come 
of it." 

Carl looked long and earnestly into the face of the officer 
and— -remained silent. Good advice from a bull was the 
last thing he had looked for, but he could find no fault with 
the other's reasoning, and grudgingly admitted to himself 
that, after all, it might be best to make an honest effort to 
get along without trouble. Uneducated and illiterate though 
he was, he nevertheless was intelligent. His earlier experi- 
ence as a "sheet hustler" had sharpened his wits and had 
taught him that verily the law of self-preservation must be 
respected, and now that he had received advice that would, 
if followed, react to his own advantage — even if the advice 
had come from a despised bull — he was shrewd enough to 
see the wisdom in it for him. 
Then and there he decided to be 
a model prisoner, if good con- 
duct could reduce his term of 
imprisonment. 

That he kept to this resolve is 
evident. After three years of 
the prison — jute mill and all — 
(d — , how he had hated that 
jute mill, with the dust and 
noise, and day after day of the 
task that he needs must accom- 
plish, or suffer the consequences 
of further punishment) he was 
assigned to work at a prison 
road camp, where extra credits 
were earned. For each and 
every day on the road work, he 
received time and a half, and 
with his road 
credits, in ad- 
dition to * his 
regular credits, 
he was released 
on parole after 
having served 
four years and 
three months of 
an original 
eight-year sen- 
tence. 

Released at last. Carl 
returned to Wayburn, 
where he took up 
honest employment 
until 

From here on I will 
let Carl himself tell the 
story. 



temptation. There would be the same old places of amuse- 
ment waiting. Or, if changed, in their stead, there would 
naturally be others just as bad, and after four years of 
prison life and its restrictions, would I be able to withstand 
the seduction^? 

I had given my word to gain parole, and had agreed to 
live the life of an upright and honest citizen, promising to 
forego undesirable associates and all the implied vices — 
wine, women and song. The conditions of my parole were 
stiff. Among other things prohibited, I could not marry, 
and I could not drive an automobile. Well, I had either to 
accept the job in Wayburn, or serve the remainder of my 
sentence in prison. I chose the former. 

I shall never forget the thrill that was mine when I saw 
the Tower Building, in Oceanside, after my release. I was 

all a-quiver with excitement — 
eager to do many things, and so 
confused by everything that all 




•"THERE were several 
* reasons why I re- 
turned to Wayburn 
when I was released from Carcella 
Prison. First, I was unable to secure 
a job anywhere else — and it was a 
condition of my parole that I have a 
job to go to. Second, My father 
and mother were living in Wayburn. 
My father was an invalid, and my 
mother's health was none too good. It wai 
me to do what I could for them, financially 
dition, I really liked the city of Wayburn 
return there. 

If I hesitated at all about this, it was because I was afraid 
of myself. The old cronies* of yesterday were there — the 
old "gang" and the old "hang-outs," — always and ever a 
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I could do was to sit in the waiting-room and 
wonder what it was all about. Just then the 
ferryboat docked and a brass band, evidently 
furnished by a reception committee to welcome 
the arrival of some "big gun," burst forth with 
the old song : Hail, Hail, the Gang's All Here. 

The music and the environment fitted my mood perfectly, 
accentuating my almost overwhelming desire to step out and 
head the parade. After the parole officer had talked with 
me, approving my papers and arranging my transportation, 
he wished me luck, and — I was on my way to Wayburn. 
The folks were greatly pleased, (Continued on page 65) 



"And Their OWN HANDS 
SHALL CONVICT Them!" 



Lor en C. Horton is one of the country* 5 best-known handwrit- 
ing experts. He possesses a remarkably keen mind, and an 
ability to make analyses of difficult documentary problems that 
approaches the uncanny at times. It all f however, is quite 
commonplace to him, and is based simply on accurate knowl- 
edge, and a thorough familiarity with his special work from 
long experience. In and out of court he handles all sorts of 
cases, from ignorant blackmail letters demanding a few hun- 
dreds, to will cases such as that of the late James C. King, 
involving millions of dollars. A good idea of how this u detec- 
tive of the written word" conducts his work, is given by Mr. 
Lindsay in the following true account. 



By 

David Lindsay 



(Right) Mr. Horton (Below) 
Blackmail letter sent by 
Maschietto, showing the en- 
velope, the crossed-out return 
'address, and this part en- 
larged, lower left corner 



OUT of the pitch-black shad- 
ows of midnight, into the 
glare of a highway incan- 
descent globe at Brighton 
and Lafayette Avenues, New 
Brighton, Staten Island (N. Y.), 
a skulking figure emerged, and im- 
mediately sought shelter on the 
further side of a huge boulder. 

For a moment, the man paused, 
listening. From beneath a long- 
vizored cap, his beady eyes peered 
forth, stealthily scanning the road 
in each direction. Not a soul was 
visible in that isolated section, 
which is bounded on one side by a 
park belonging to an asylum and 
on the other by the Jones Woods. 

Having satisfied himself that he 
was alone, the man bent down 
swiftly, picked up a flat parcel 
wrapped in brown paper, and. after 
another glance of lightning recon- 
naissance, started back in the di- 
rection from which he had come. 
Purring with anticipated gratifica- 
tion in soft Neapolitan dialect, he 
placed the package in an inside 
pocket under his left arm. 

With steps matching his own in 
soundlessness, two figures detached 
themselves from the woods across 
the road — and pounced down upon him as swiftly and men- 
acingly as hawks swooping down upon theit prey. 

"What have you got in that package ?" Lieutenant William 
C. McKay, the taller of the two new arrivals, demanded, 
pulling out his revolver. 

"What ja mean — 1 ain't got a package, mister." The 
shaggy little man. who only a moment before had been hum- 
ming so blithely, cringed beneath the heavy hand which 
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grasped his shoulder. He was taken completely by surprise. 

The Lieutenant voiced his opinion of this response, in no 
gentle terms. Then, turning to the other figure that had 
accompanied him out of ambush, he said, "Frisk him, John, 
and see if he's got a gat or a knife on 'im. And bring out 
that package we saw him pick up." 

The man addressed as John — Detective John S. Lewis, to 
give him his full name — expertly searched the whining and 
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protesting prisoner, while McKay covered him with his gun. 

"He doesn't seem to have any weapons on him, but here's 
the bundle." He extracted the brown parcel from the inside 
pocket. 

"Come along — you're -under arrest for extortion," McKay 
told his captive. "We've caught you red-handed, so why 
make a fuss?" 



Squealing 
oaths, in both 
English and Ne- 
apolitan, to the 
effect that he was 
entirely innocent 
and falsely ac- 
cused, the pris- 
oner was hauled, 
rather than led. 
to the home of 
Donato Di Cai- 
rano, an Italian 
banker and real- 
estate dealer who 
had for some 
time been receiv- 
ing letters threat- 
ening to blow up 
his home unless 
he turned over 
$3,000 to a per- 
son who signed 
himself "Ven- 
geance." 

Brought face 
to face with the 
banker, the 
cringing creature 
in custody insist- 
ed with hysteri- 
cal vehemence 
that he had been 
acting merely as 
a messenger for 
a man who had 
given him five 
dollars to per- 
form the errand 
of fetching the 
parcel. 

"Signor Di 
Cairano is a 
good friend of 
mine — he is also 
a friend of mv 



penmanship, Lieutenant McKay observed that the man was 
attempting to disguise his handwriting, making the charac- 
ters very large and forming them laboriously. The officer 
ordered him to make the letters smaller, and was convinced 
that he had the "Black Hander" when he compared the 
specimen with the blackmailing letters sent to Di Cairano. 

On Monday 
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Sample writing by Maschictto, which he was forced to make under 
close observation by the detectives, who signed as witnesses on 
the lower part of the sheet 



brother-in-law, 

who had a big position in a bank in New York City. Why 
should I try to extort money from him?" he cried, tears of 
terror Mowing down his ashen cheeks. 

The banker admitted that he knew the man. He had seen 
him recently on a ferry-boat, and at that time the Neapolitan 
had told him he. was out of work and was going to Brooklyn 
to seek a job. The anonymous threatening letters had been 
postmarked Brooklyn, where there is a colony of "bad" 
Italians who have been active in Black Hand crimes, but 
Di Cairano declared that he had never suspected this par- 
ticular man, whose name was Donato Maschietto. 

The detectives asked Maschietto where he was to meet 
the man who had' given him the five dollars, but they were 
not in the least surprised when, on driving him past the spot, 
they saw no one there. 

For hours they cross-questioned the prisoner at the St. 
George Police Headquarters, but he continued to insist stub- 
bornly that he was merely a hired messenger. 

When ihey forced him to give them some samples of his 



morning — the 
capture had taken 
place around one 
o'clock Sunday 
morning — Ma- 
schietto was ar- 
raigned in the 
Magistrate's 
Court, and held 
in $50,000 bail. 

However, Dis- 
trict Attorney 
Fach realized 
that a keen law- 
yer would have 
very little diffi- 
culty in "spring- 
ing" the prisoner 
within forty- 
eight hours, be- 
cause of the 
slight evidence 
on hand. The 
following points, 
he knew, could 
easily be brought 
forward by Ma- 
schietto's attor- 
ney : 

1. Though the 
officers had 
found no one at 
the rendezvous 
where the pris- 
oner claimed he 
was to meet the 
man who had 
sent him on the 
errand, it was 
quite possible 
that the fellow 
was watching for 
the approach of 
his messenger 
from some con- 
cealed spot. 

2. No weapon 
had been found upon Maschietto, whereas buackmailers are 
almost invariably found to be armed and prepared for 
trouble, when arrested. This would be a strong point. 

3. The prisoner had no "record." Papers and licenses, 
found in his room, showed that he had owned a farm and 
an automobile in Connecticut, up to a short time previous to 
his arrest. He belonged to a respectable family, and his 
known associates were law-abiding young men. 

4. He had been out of work for several months, but had a 
comfortable home with his sister and brother-in-law, while 
looking for a job. However, it was quite plausible that he 
might accept money from a stranger to perform a secret 
errand, believing that the mysterious parcel contained liquor 
or narcotics. 

The District Attorney, realizing the necessity for prompt 
action, immediately retained Loren C. Horton, the famous 
examiner of questioned documents, and gave him the task 
of either soldering or smashing the links of circumstantial 
evidence that held the young Neapolitan. 
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And Their Own Hands Shall Convict Them!" 
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(Right) Donato Di 
Cairano, the Italian 
banker, to whom the 
blackmail letters 
were addressed, is 
shown here with his 
family 

(Below) The top pa- 
per is Maschietto's 
copy of the first part 
of the blackmail let- 
ter pictured on page 
45, which the detec- 
tives forced him to 
make for comparison 
of writing — the lower 
paper for the same 
purpose, covering the 
blackmail envelope 
address 



It was a "rush" job. Mr. Horton requested the District 
Attorney to send the threatening letters, with their enve- 
lopes, and all the papers found in the prisoner's home, to his 
office at 261 Broadway, New York City. There, in his 
photographic studio and laboratory, he had the necessary 

appliances for magnifying and photographing any sort of 

document. A thoroughly equipped workshop adjacent 

housed a supply of chemicals for solving the mysteries of 

alterations, crossed lines, forgeries, "invisible" and erased 

writing, and so forth. 

The first thing Mr. Horton tackled 

was the envelope which had contained 

the last letter. This was of rather cheap 

paper. On the upper left-hand conv-r, 

as shown in the illustration on page 45, 

were two blank lines for a return ad- 
dress. Immediately below was printed 

the name of some town, but it had been 

carefully scratched out by the sender. 
The expert placed the envelope in front 

of a strong, transmissive light, and then 

photographed it with a camera whose 

plates are sensitive to black printer's ink, 

but not to writing ink, because of the 

higher percentage of glue in the latter. 
When the plates were developed, 

they showed the name, "New London, 

Conn.," so clear- 
ly that it could 

be perceived by 

the naked eye. 
Had the paper 

happened to be 

thicker — too 

opaque for the 

light to shine 

through — Mr. 
Horton would 

have submitted it 
to another proc- 
ess. He would 
have placed the 
document in a 
glass container, 
mixed certain 
chemicals in a re- 
tort (the formu- 
la, for obvious 
reasons, is kept 
secret ) , and in- 
troduced the gas, 
thus engendered, 
into the container 
by means of a 
tube. This gas 
absorbs the writ- 
ing ink, and the 
printed matter 
underneath is ex- 
posed. Where 
written matter is 
scratched out, a 
similar method is 
used, but a differ- 
ent chemical for- 
mula is required. 

M a s c h i etto, 
when preparing 
samples of his writing for the police, made a painstaking 
attempt to disguise his hand, with the result that the letters 
were formed differently from those in the threatening notes, 
hut they were also quite different from his signature on the 
various blanks which he had filled out in obtaining his Con- 





neeticut licenses! 

Enlarged pho- 
tographs of the 
latter showed 
plainly that the 
prisoner was the 
writer of the 
blackmail letters. 

On January 17, 
1928, Maschietto, 
through his at- 
torney, William 
C. Casey, plead- 
ed guilty to at- 
tempt to black- 
mail, and was 
sentenced to a 
term in the peni- 
tentiary by Judge 
Tiernan in the 
County Court at 
St. George, 
Staten Island. 

I Oren c. 

HORTOX'S 
tall, spare figure, 
keen, piercing 
eyes, and cameo- 
cut features, with 
his luxuriant 
crop of rather 
long, wavy, sil- 
ver-white hair, is 
as well known in 
court- rooms 
throughout the country as David Belasco is along the Rialto. 

His investigations cover disputed handwriting, pen letter- 
ing, and typewriting: questions regarding ink, paper, altera- 
tions, chemical and abrasive erasures, interlineations, cross 
lines, sequence of writings, anonymous letters, forgeries, 
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and the identification of individuals by their handwriting. 

Mr. Horton studied under Palmer, the famous teacher 
of penmanship, whose method is employed in a great many 
schools in the United States. While a pupil, he assisted in 
getting out his teacher's magazine, and in that way became 
thoroughly acquainted with the various types of handwrit- 
ing. It wasn't, however, until he had been teaching in high 
schools for several years that he realized that his expert 
knowledge in the identification methods of the various 
schools and systems of writing could be used in a field infi- 
nitely more fascinating — and lucrative — than the class-room. 

Since then, his work has brought 
him in contact with family intrigues, 
the cunning tricks of forgers, and 




Photograph of 
letter written 
by Mrs. Myra 
K. Miller, 
prominent club 
woman, (to 
herself) as 
though coming 
from Rafael 
Arocena, show- 
ing the signa- 
ture, forged. 
Arocena's estate 
was estimated 
at eighty mil t • , , e , * 

lion dollars the machinations of crooked politi- 

cians; he has had to pit his wits 
against the warped intelligence of 
"poison-pen" writers and blackmailers; he has helped to 
track down ruthless killers. Endless is the variety of as- 
signments which pour into his office. 

/^\NE of Mr. Horton's most famous cases was that of the 
forged will of James C. King, who left an estate of 
approximately three and a half million dollars. 

On December 19, 1905, King's will was admitted to pro- 
bate in the Probate Court of Cook County, Illinois. The 
philanthropist left the bulk of his money and holdings in a 
trust-fund, for the erection of a home for old men. 

King's widow received, in accordance with an ante- 
nuptial agreement, the sum of $100,000. However, after 



her husband's death, she declared herself dissatisfied with 
the provisions made for her in this agreement. A settle- 
ment was arranged, and Mrs. King was paid $600,000 in 
cash. During her lifetime she was also to receive the income 
from an additional $400,000, which, after her death, would 
revert into the body of the residuary estate, for the benefit 
of the James C. King Home for Old Men. 

All was smooth sailing until around July 13, 1917, when 
Gaston B. Means, accompanied by two Chicago lawyers, 
appeared at the office of the Northern Trust Company, 
trustees for the King estate, and presented a document bear- 
ing the date of October 9, 1905. 
Means claimed that this instrument 
was the will of James C. King, and. 
since it bore a later date than the 
probated will, superseded it. 

This document was typewritten 
on one side of a single sheet of 
paper, and bore the signatures, writ- 
ten in ink, of "James C. King" as 
testator and of Mary C. Melvin. 
Addison S. Melvin and Byron L. 
Smith as attesting witnesses. The 
text was closely overwritten in pen- 
cil. It was explained that the typ- 
ing had been done hurriedly on an 
old and defective machine, and the 
stenographer had found it necessary 
to trace the letters by hand in order 
to make them legible. 

The "new" will left 
the bulk of the estate to 
Mrs. King, and made no 
provision for the crea- 
tion and maintenance of 
the old men's home. 

Mr. Horton was called 
in by the contestants of 
this "newly discovered" 
will. 

To his trained eye, the 
document had all the ap- 
pearance of being a 
gross fraud. In the first 
place, many precautions 
had been taken to frus- 
trate possible attempts 
to discover where the 
paper on which the in- 
strument was executed, 
had been purchased, and 
the make of typewriter 
used. All witnesses, with 
the exception of Mrs. 
Melvin, had died before the will was presented. 

It was brought out later that Means had been promised a 
million dollars, if the will was accepted — and Mrs. Melvin 
was Mrs. King's heir. 

Mrs. King was shot and killed, August 29, 1917. 
"The whole works constituted a slice of life which, with- 
out any imagination, could be made into a novel," said Mr. 
Horton, in commenting on this famous case. "However, I 
must confine myself to the part I played in the trial, though 
it is hard to give in a few words the results of researches 
which took me weeks. 

"The paper used had no water-mark, which complicated 
the investigators' search for the source of its supply. The 
witness who testified that she typed the will swore that the 
entire time consumed by her in writing the document, in- 
cluding the cleaning of the typewriter and the type, straight- 
ening and adjusting the type-bars, making approximately 
seventy erasures, and re-typing these, and overwriting the 
greater part of more than two thousand seven hundred 
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typewritten characters, was an hour and a half. She swore 
also that the document was an original impression, without 
a carbon. 

"Now," Mr. Horton continued impressively, "let's take 
the signatures, first. The document had been folded and 
pressed, so that the creases, 
which crisscrossed these signa- 
tures, still further hampered my 
work. However, by means of 
photomicrographs and stereo- 
photomicrographs, the spuri- 
ousness of the disputed writing 
was clearly visible, when com- 
pared with genuine signatures." 

(A photomicrograph is a pho- 
tograph of a magnified image 



letters. The oftener it is done, the more uniform it becomes. 

"In genuine signatures, there is an even flow and dash, 
which is almost invariably absent in fraudulent signatures. 
In the signatures of James C. King, Byron L. Smith, and 
Addison S. Melvin, which appeared on the new will, I found 
marked dissimilarities, and lack of ease and fluency in the 
line-quality, when compared with the admittedly genuine 
signatures of the three men. This indicated that the former 

were made by the tracing process, 
slowly and laboriously, and con- 
sequently were lifeless and lack- 
ing in the force and vigor, char- 




of a small object, and is 
made with a camera which 
has a microscopic attach - 
m e n t . Stereo-photomicro- 
graphs are produced by ex- 
posing two plates in rapid succession and developing them 
together, in order to bring the image apparently into relief. 
For this latter process Mr. Horton has a special camera.) 

"No matter how often a man writes his signature, or how the other in the field of 'such/ 
precisely each one appears to duplicate the others, there are "There are various means wherebv erasures may be made 
always slight variations which can be found under a micro- so that they are invisible to the layman, but the witness 
scope. However, with the passing of years, the writing of testified that she made her erasures with an ordinary tvpist's 
one's own name becomes a very mechanical process— it is eraser— which will always leave a perfectly visible abrasion, 
the constant forming of certain combinations and series of So carefully was the overwriting {Continued on page 88) 



The forged 
Jack owski 
will. Note 
the reversed 
"trial signa- 
ture" on the 
blotter at 
the left, 
which 
proved to be 
such impor- 
t a n t evi- 
dence 



acteristic of a genu- 
ine signature. 

"The overwriting 
of the body of the 
will had been done in 
order to distort the 
outlines of the type, 
so that the machine 
upon which it was 
written could not be identi- 
fied. While the girl who 
swore that she typed the will 
testified that she had made 
seventy erasures, the most 
meticulous examination and 
tests uncovered only one 
abrasive erasure under the 
word 'Ills..' and two other 
instances of erasures, one in 
the field of the word 'or' and 



The THIEF of the 



The modern sleuth is pretty well known to readers of True Detective Mysteries --his attitude toward criminals, 
his methods of identifying, trailing, apprehending, and helping convict the modern crook with whom he is at 
perpetual war, not infrequently at the cost of his own life. The question arises: how does this modern detective 
we know, measure up with the old-time sleuth? What fundamental difference is there in their methods — if any? 
This question, we think, is answered by the late Inspector Moser, one of the most able and besUknown detec- 
tives of a generation ago, in his own account of one of his toughest cases, which we are herewith presenting below. 



NICHOLAS ROMOVITCH was a Russian residing 
at Metchovsk, in the province of Kalovga. He was 
connected with one of the best families in St. 
Petersburg, but life had been rough with him. At 
the age of seventy he was utterly friendless and forgotten, 
and he picked up a wretched living the best way he could, 
by doing all sorts of odd jobs in the town. 

But Fate dealt him a surprise. One day he received the 
following letter, which was translated for him by one of 
the town authorities: 

Abchurch Lane, London, E. C. 
Dear Sir, — We find that under the will of your late 
brother, Josef Romovitch, you are entitled to the sum of 
£15,180, part of a fund at present invested in Bank of Eng- 
land bonds. We await your instructions as to its disposal. 
Yours truly, Ward, Stavemhoff & Co., 

Solicitors for the late Josef Romovitch. 

The old man was delighted, but his surprise continued to 
increase, the more he regarded the matter, for he was quite 
under the impression that no one connected with his kindred 
knew of his whereabouts. However, he carefully thought 
the matter over, and came to the conclusion that he would 
visit England at once and transact the business himself. 
So, after procuring the necessary credentials of identifica- 
tion, he sold his few belongings and managed somehow to 
raise the money needed for the journey. 

He arrived in London at the latter end of August, 
naturally highly elated at his prospects. From his personal 
appearance, no one would have guessed that he was heir to 
a fifteen-thousand-pound fortune, for he was a seedy, dirty- 
looking, decrepit individual, not able to speak or write a 
single syllable of English, and looking for all the world 
like an old-clothes vendor. 

He presented himself in due course at Messrs. Ward and 
Stavemhoff's, and there, by the assistance of a foreign clerk, 
he managed to satisfy the firm as to his being the right 
man. He was advanced fifty pounds on account, and was 
asked to wait a few days while they prepared the requisite 
deeds of release, ct cetera. 

Romovitch found London — big and thickly populated as 
it is — a dreadfully lonesome place, for he knew not a soul, 
and it was with the greatest possible difficulty that he could 
make himself understood. He did not know of the existence 
of a Russian quarter, and he had not had the good sense to 
ask the solicitors, who were a decent, respectable firm; 
therefore, he "mooched" about, sleeping in a small private 
hotel, and he thought the "few days" were terribly lengthy 
and wearisome. 

IN one of his daily peregrinations he reached a street off 
* Bond Street, where another extraordinary piece of good 
fortune awaited him, at which he seemed hugely pleased, 
though to an outsider it might not perhaps seem a very 
important incident. It was the discovery of a door-plate 
bearing the words, in English and in Russian, "Mr. 
Borowski, Professor and Teacher of Russian, and In- 
terpreter." 



I firmly believe that if Mr. Borowski had been at home — 
which he wasn't — he would have received such an outburst 
of gratitude at the hands of Romovitch that he would have 
been somewhat embarrassed, if not overpowered. Fortu- 
nately for the professor, the old man had to wait some three 
hours for his return, and by that time his ardor had sub- 
sided a little; but even then his greeting and expression of 
pleasure were very warm and pronounced. Thereupon 
commenced such a gabbling that it seemed as if the whole 
three weeks of Romovitch's pent-up feelings had at last 
found release. An arrangement was promptly made with 
Borowski, whereby that gentleman was to give Nicholas 
his whole services, accompanying him everywhere, until he 
had settled all his business. The remuneration H for this 
arduous labor was to be £1 per day. 

Borowski had formerly been an officer in the Russian 
Army; in fact, he had been taken prisoner in the Crimean 
War, many years before, and had been brought to England 
at that time. He was a man of considerable linguistic at- 
tainments, and of very gentlemanly bearing. He was a 
correspondent of a St. Petersburg newspaper, had a com- 
fortable set of apartments, and to all appearance was doing 
well and earning' a fair livelihood. His mustache and hair 
were gray, and apparently he was about fifty-five years 
of age. 

nrOGETHER N the two went sight-seeing. They also 
* purchased various agricultural implements — as Romo- 
vitch had made up his mind to take up farming as a profit- 
able recreation upon his return to Metchovsk — and 
transacted some other matters of business on the strength 
of the settlement taking place, which event was fixed for the 
twenty-second of the month. This date arrived, and 
Romovitch, accompanied by his interpreter, or friend, or 
whatever he might be called, visited the solicitors, and they 
were there joined by one of the executors of his brother's 
will. The four men — solicitor, executor, Romovitch, and 
Borowski — then proceeded to the Bank of England, where 
Nicholas duly received the bonds he was entitled to, ob- 
tained some cash, repaid the solicitor the money he had 
borrowed, and came away with Borowski. 

Romovitch felt, very reasonably, perhaps, that somehow 
it was not quite safe to go about London with the bonds, 
which he had placed in a small, black bag. Upon 
Borowski's suggestion, he decided to go to the latter's 
apartment, cut off the due and current coupons, and after- 
wards put the bonds in the care of one of the safe-deposit 
companies. 

They went to the place where Romovitch was staying, 
had some lunch, and then made their way to Borowski's. 
The work of detaching the coupons occupied them about a 
couple of hours, and at five o'clock they had completed their 
task. 

They then dined together, and after dinner played chess 
for a time, when suddenly Romovitch started up with the 
determination of immediately visiting one of the other 
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Hearing footsteps 
approaching, Borow- 
ski seized the black 
bag 



By 
The Late 
Inspector Moser 

of Scotland Yard 




individuals who had bene- 
fited under his brother's 
will. This man was an 
Englishman, residing at 

Notting Hill. For safety's sake, they took the bag with 
them, as it was too late to do anything about placing it in 
custody that night. Their journey proved a fruitless one. 
for the person was not in, and there was nothing to do but 
to retrace their steps to Borowski's apartments, where they 
played more chess, and finished out the evening in a con- 
vivial and pleasant manner. 

About ten o'clock the old gentleman thought it was quite 
time to go back to his hotel and turn in for the night. He 
got up from the table, and went into the next room, where 
his hat, stick, and bag had been deposited. Borowski fol- 
lowed him to the door of the apartment, and as Romovitch 
was coming out, he placed himself in a position to prevent 
his doing so. 

DOMOVITCH was alarmed at this strange behavior, but 
■ ^ before he could offer any opinion on the matter, Borow- 
ski seized him, threw him down on the floor, and continued 
to squeeze his throat until he was helpless and almost in- 
sensible. Then, hearing footsteps approaching, Borowski 
seized the black bag, and ran out of the house with it. 

When Romovitch recovered sufficiently, he went out into 
the street, and, seeing a policeman, endeavored to explain 
to him what had happened, but the officer, not happening to 
have a knowledge of Russian in his list of accomplishments, 
failed to understand him. However, he returned to the 
house with Nicholas, and somehow or other it was elicited 
that Romovitch had been robbed of his bonds (which were 
payable to bearer), and he was advised \o go at once to the 
nearest police station (Marlborough Street) and give full 
particulars. This he proceeded to do, as well as the condi- 
tion of mind and body would permit him. 

After a few preliminary inquiries, the case was handed 
over to Scotland Yard, and it was then that I became ac- 
quainted with it. The investigation was placed in my 
hands — with the late Detective Inspector King, on whose 
"ground" the affair took place, assisting me. King was an 



able, genial fellow, and I shall not readily forget his kind- 
ness and ungrudging help. 

The usual precautions were taken, telegrams being dis- 
patched to all ports and every principal city and town on 
the continent. After this was done, King and I set to work 
to see whether we could find the delinquent in London. 

We had no clue whatever at the start, which rendered our 
progress naturally very slow and tedious. One important 
fact, however, we discovered — Borowski, in his haste to 
decamp, had left his hat behind him, which we promptly took 
possession of. We searched his rooms thoroughly, but could 
obtain not the slightest indication as to his whereabouts. 
Among his papers, however, we found the name and address 
of a young lady, whom he visited, and after a considerable 
amount of trouble, managed to obtain from her an excel- 
lent photograph of Borowski, very recently taken, and 
which he had presented to her only a few weeks before. 
This was a stroke of unexpected good fortune, and our 
spirits went up accordingly. 

A quantity of reward bills, giving a description of 
Borowski, were printed and distributed among the various 
cabmen, who, I may mention, are often of great assistance 
to detectives, for, as a rule, they possess excellent memories 
and have a power of observation which seems to increase 
in proportion to the length of their experience. 

YY/E also struck off a large number of lithographs from 
the photo, gave a full and complete list of the stolen 
bonds, as well as a description of the man we wanted, and 
dispatched these to the principal bankers and money- 
changers both in Europe and America. 

We labored patiently for days, leaving no stone unturned. 
But it was not until more than a fortnight later that even 
the slightest ray of light could be thrown upon Borowski's 
movements. Then a fresh-looking, wide-awake cabman 
came into the "Yard," and stated, much to our delight, that 
he remembered picking up a gentleman answering the ad- 
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vertised description ; he had not a hat on, and was driven to 
Charing Cross Railway Station. As the trains from that 
station make connections with the boats for Calais, this 
information established a strong suspicion that our man had 
fled across the Channel to France. 

We cross-examined "Mr. Cabby" pretty severely, but 
could not in any way shake his evidence or contradict his 
statements ; he was thoroughly positive — so much so, that he 
declared he could easily pick out the man if he saw him 
again. 

A FTER having a long conference with my superior 
officers and King, it was decided that I should go at 
once to Paris to see whether I could pick up any clue there, 
and that King should remain in London and exercise his 
skill and ingenuity in the best way he could. This was 
seventeen days after the crime had been committed, and I 
must confess that I had very little hope of being able to 
find my man, considering the length of the start he had 
obtained. He had had time to reach California, if he had 
felt disposed to make that journey. 

I duly arrived in gay, frivolous Paris. My first feeling 
was that Borowski would probably be short of ready money, 
and, until he had been able to cash some of the proceeds 
of the robbery, would be compelled to be somewhat economi- 
cal. Perhaps he would take up his quarters at some third- 
rate lodging or other. 

My first move was to consult with various French 
officials, and, through the customs office's records of for- 
eigners arriving at Calais, I was able to trace a man who 
conformed in every way to the description of Borowski. 
But I was surprised to learn that he had acted just contrari- 
wise to my expectations — he had put up at a no less fash- 
ionable and expensive resort than the Grand Hotel. He 
had, I found, arrived two days after the crime, and had 
departed shortly afterwards without leaving any trace 
whatever of his movements. These facts convinced me that 
I had struck the trail of Borowski. 

I got hold of the hotel porters and officials, and 
thoroughly pumped them. They seemed to remember the 
man pretty well, but as to where he had gone, or where Jie 
had directed the cab to be driven on his departure, they 
were entirely ignorant. 

I asked the number of his room, which was supplied me; 
and, as I had to stay somewhere, I thought I might just as 
well make the Grand Hotel my resting-place until I had 
been able to have another good hunt round. Also, I might 
be able to learn something more from the servants. 

My perseverance was rewarded; for, after a day or two 
looking around the hotel, asking all sorts of questions, and 
seeking every possible information, I succeeded in pressing 
one of the chambermaids into my confidence — the very 
maid, in fact, who had charge of Borowski's apartment. 

DUT the little vixen was a cautious, enterprising damsel, 
P very pretty, very plump, and very German. She had 
attracted Borowski's attentions, and, chambermaid-like, 
had retained them by her devices to make him and his apart- 
ment as comfortable as possible during his stay at the 
hotel — in fact, as we should say in England, Gretchen had 
thoroughly set her "cap" at Borowski. And he found her 
useful, as she knew Paris almost as well as her own native 
town, informed him where to purchase new clothes, change 
money, and gave help in a hundred-and-one other minor 
details, which were exceedingly useful to him in this first 
and somewhat unusual visit to France. 

I gathered from all this, that Borowski would not return 
to the Grand Hotel, even if he returned to the city at all, 
which was to my mind doubtful. I learned from Gretchen, 
after a little further flattery and cajolery, that he had not 
favored her with his address, although he had mentioned 
Dresden as probably one of the places he would visit. I 
made a mental note of the name of that city. 



The upshot of all this was that, with a compliment to 
her pleasing manner, a present of a pair of gloves, a brooch, 
and the promise of an evening at the theater — which, by 
the way, I did not keep— I got this fickle-minded little 
domestic to tell me the names and addresses of all the shop- 
keepers she had recommended to Borowski. Armed with 
these, I jumped into a cab and soon visited them all, the 
result being that I had no doubt whatever that a journey 
to Dresden was Borowski's full intention. 

I bade adieu to Gretchen, who was in great distress at 
losing two probable sweethearts in so short a time, and the 
same night started for Dresden. When I arrived there, I 
went at once to the office of the local police, whom I had 
previously entered into communication with, and learned 
that Borowski had gone there, as I suspected, and had 
managed to change some of the bonds. At his hotel I 
discovered he had gone to Prague. 

I went there and found that he had changed some more 
of the bonds and had gone on to Vienna, where he was 
again fortunate in disposing of a further portion of the 
stolen property. From Vienna he journeyed to Budapest — 
and there I came to a full stop in my investigations, the 
thread, to my great annoyance and disappointment, being 
broken. 

I could only account for the difficulty of further tracing 
Borowski's movements, by the belief that when he arrived 
at Budapest he found himself possessed of quite sufficient 
ready money for his immediate purposes, and, therefore, 
did not find it necessary to run any further risk in chang- 
ing the bonds. 

In each city or town he visited, he had taken the pre- 
caution to assume a different name. 

I DON'T know a single place in the world in which it is 
* easier for a foreigner to hide himself successfully than 
in Budapest. To begin with, there are something like four 
hundred thousand inhabitants, including representatives of 
almost every nation under the sun — so that neither a Rus- 
sian, nor, indeed, any foreigner is conspicuous (except, per- 
haps, an Englishman, and he always is conspicuous 
wherever he may be). Furthermore, the city is made up of 
a number of separate towns all joined together, each of 
them in itself certainly distinct in appearance — yet, together, 
so much alike that you can hardly tell which portion you 
are in. 

I hunted about all day without success, tried almost every 
hotel in the place, and was about to give it up as a bad job, 
when I decided after dinner to visit a place of amusement — 
a kind of cafi chantant — and see whether I could get any 
trace of my man. It was a remarkably fast sort of place, 
and was extensively patronized by the demi-monde. 

I entered into conversation with several of the frail young 
ladies within, conversing about things in general and the 
peculiarities of the place in particular. 

One of them remarked to me in French, "Don't you know 
we rather pride ourselves upon this place ? We nickname it 
the Exchange,' for the simple reason that nearly all 
strangers who visit the city manage to find the place out 
and pay it a visit." 

This rather interested me, and producing Borowski's pho- 
tograph, I said, "This is a relative of mine, who is rather 
weak-minded. I have been sent to look for him, and I know 
he has visited this city, but cannot trace his present where- 
abouts. Can any of you assist me?" 

They all looked at the photograph curiously, when one of 
the girls exclaimed, "Why, that's the gentleman who, a few 
nights ago, asked me to have supper with him ! Afterward, 
I showed him to the railway station, as he said he was going 
to Oderberg." 

This was good news, and tired as I was, I determined to 
leave for Oderberg that night. I did so, and I arrived there 
after a long and tedious journey. Though it was a small 
place, I. found it to be an important junction, almost as in- 
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tricate and bewildering as that of Clapham, itself, I thought. 

It was very certain that Borowski had not stayed in the 
town of Oderberg itself — my inquiries showed that — and he 
must therefore have made a journey from there. But which 
route he had taken, was a puzzle. 

I ran down to Kraka — no trace there — then on to Lem- 
berg, with the same result. These two towns took me fully 
three days to work, and I thus lost much important time on 
perfectly useless errands. From the information supplied 
by the young ladies at the cafe chantant, I knew I was now 
six days behind my man. Still, I was gaining considerably, 
for when I left home I had been seventeen days in the 
rear. 

BUT what to do next, I didn't know in the least. I was 
baffled by the confusing maze of the junction, and I 
could not decide which of the many directions to take, two 
already having proved unsuccessful. There I stayed, medi- 
tating, while the precious hours were passing and my quarry 
was probably getting further away every minute. 

At last, I resolved that I would go to Berlin, and risk 
his being, or having been, there; and if I didn't' see or hear 
anything more of him, Berlin was on my way home, and 
that would be one comfort, at all events. 

When I did reach the German capital, I made my way at 
once to the detective department, and, with the assistance 
of the officials there, began an arduous and irksome search. 

After several days of disappointments, when I was almost 
ready to give up, I found the hot trail of my man! 
Borowski had stayed for a few days at the Boersen Hotel, 
and had left only the night previously ! 

Here was a find likely to prove a reward, after all my 
fatigue and trouble. 

But Borowski had not lost his caution, for, as on every 
other occasion, he had carefully 
avoided telling the hotel officials where 
he was going; in fact, he deliberately 
stated, to "cross the scent," that he was 
not leaving the town but going into 
private apartments. Therefore, at this 
period, the state of affairs 
was : Borowski's destination 
unknown; myself exactly 
twenty- four hours behind 
him. 

It was very 
certain that he 
was not such 
a fool as to be 
making a re- 
turn journey 
to London, 
where, the mo- 
ment he had 
landed, he 
would have 
been recog- 
nized and 
seized. No ; he 
was far too 
wide-awake to 
run a risk of 
that kind, 
and must, in 
the ordinary 
course of things, 
have "made tracks" 
towards a wider 
field. 



"Why, that's the gentleman who, a few nights 
ago, asked me to have supper with hira!" 



Carefully putting things together, I came to the con- 
clusion that he had gone on to Hamburg, and from there in- 
tended making his way to America by one of the liners sail- 
ing from that port — which port, I may state, is the favorite 
one of most European wrong-doers, as they imagine, rightly 
or wrongly, that by taking that route they are less likely to 
be detected. 

I telegraphed at once to the Hamburg police, giving a full 
description of Borowski, and a list of all the aliases he had 
used. I asked them to look out for him at the chief hotels, 
as he seemed to have a weakness for staying in such places. 
I remained a little longer in Berlin, thinking that a few 
hours' further stay in that place would perhaps be of ad- 
vantage to me, for, after all, Borowski might not have left 
it. 

My suspense was short-lived, for, to my surprise, I re- 
ceived a prompt reply from the Hamburg police, saying that 
they liud not only discovered Borowski, but had arrested him 
at one of the chief hotels upon the eve of his departure for 
New York, and that a large quantity of money had been 
found upon him! 

I RUSHED off to Hamburg in great spirits, highly de- 
* lighted with the turn things had taken — as you may well 
imagine — and in due course interviewed and arrested my 
"prisoner." I found among the papers which had been 
taken possession of, three deposit notes, indicating that 
Borowski had lodged the bulk of the proceeds of the bonds' 
with the Credit Lyonnais, Paris, the Reichbank, Berlin, and 
had also forwarded a supply to a bank in London. 

Previous to bringing Borowski to London, I had to have 
him properly and legally extradited by the Hamburg au- 
thorities, which caused a delay of about a month. He was, 
of course, lodged in the prison of that city, and, in accord- 
ance with the usual custom there, the arrest was 
made public in the official records and in the daily 
papers, giving all particulars. 

One morning, shortly after these announcements, 
a lady and gentleman 
paid a visit to the jail. 
They were most anx- 
ious to see Borowski, 
as they thought he* an- 
swered the description 
of a person who had 
robbed them when they 
were in Odessa some 
twenty years pre- 
viously. 

Their story was a 
strange one. 
While staying 
at a hotel in 
Odessa, they 
went out one 
day to visit 
some friends 
in a district 
about a mile 
away. They 
had at that 
time employed 
an interpreter, 
but on this 
particular day 
they did not 
avail them- 
selves of his 
services, but 
chose to proceed alone. 

It appears that the in- 
terpreter, as soon as the 
couple were well on thei r 
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journey, went to the hotel and asked for their dressing-bag, 
saying that in their haste they had left it behind, and had 
sent him back for it He was sent into their room (being 
known at the hotel) and told to get it himself, as he would 
probably know much better than they did, the exact bag re- 
quired. When in the apartment, the interpreter, finding the 
bag locked, obtained a razor and easily cut it open, abstracted 
the contents, chiefly money, and decamped. While doing 
this, he had dropped an amulet which he wore. 

This amulet was something of a curiosity, consisting of 
three different charms : a tooth, two small shells, and three 
hard, dried beans. In its own particular language — amulets 
possess a distinct language, I am told — it expressed the 
sentiment, "Fear nothing." 

Borowski possessed all the superstitious characteristics 
of his countrymen, a large number of whom wear these 
ornaments, with much the same feeling that an English 
sailor wears a child's caul as a supposed preventive against 
drowning — and it was he, who, twenty years before, had 
dropped the amulet ! 

He was, in fact, the "interpreter" the lady and gentleman 
had engaged at Odessa, and was the man who had opened 
their bag and abstracted its contents. They proved it to my 
satisfaction by producing the amulet suddenly in his pres- 
ence, when they called at the jail. He started and became 
very pale, as we all perceived, when he recognized it as his 
long-lost property. 

I secured further convincing proof of his guilt by learn- 
ing that he had been in Odessa at the period stated. He 
had been traveling about the world, and had afterward re- 
turned to England. 

I ASKED the lady why she had kept the trinket so long — 
■ whereupon, she told me that it had been something of a 
novelty to her, being the first one she had ever seen, and 
that, after her husband learned the meaning of it from 
a native, she had become a little imbued with the same feel- 
ing as Borowski regarding it, and had, therefore, taken it 
with her on every journey she made. 

There were also two other peculiar incidents about the 
case — first, the fact that the lady and gentleman should 
happen to be traveling through Hamburg just at the time of 
Borowski's arrest ; and, second, that one of the aliases which 
my prisoner had made use of — Sitkoff, the name he had 
gone by at Budapest — was the same he used at Odessa. I 
mention these details because, though so small in themselves, 
they had a very great deal to do with the further identifica- 
tion and punishment of Borowski ; for it is in these little, 
unexpected matters, certainly never anticipated by even the 
cleverest of wrong-doers, that the links in the chain of evi- 
dence are invariably completed. 

It will be remembered that Romovitch had received ex- 
actly £15,180, under his brother's will. Deducting what he 
had spent up to the time of Borowski's absconding, it may 
be safely assumed that the latter succeeded in decamping 
with about £15,000. 

After a lot of trouble and difficulty, we managed to re- 
cover no less a sum than £15,300 from the banks where 
Borowski had placed his money — that is, actually £300, more 
than the amount missing! 

This favorable turn of affairs is accounted for by the 
fact that a number of the bonds realized, on conversion into 
cash, much more than their par value. 

With the surplus, because only the nominal value of the 
bonds could be handed over to Romovitch by the authori- 
ties, the costs of Borowski's prosecution were defrayed. 
He received a sentence of five years' penal servitude. 

Romovitch expressed his satisfaction at this state of 
affairs by making me a present of £500 as a token of his 
regard for the manner in which the case had been worked 
through. But, in accordance with the custom of Scotland 
Yard, this sum was divided and subdivided before it reached 
my hands. Deductions were made for this and for that, 



and for half a dozen comprehensible and incomprehensible 
funds; and I was duly rewarded with just a little under 
£100 as my share of the original amount Romovitch had 
so kindly placed at my disposal. 

When the donor heard of this, he expressed himself in 
terms which, although Russian, were evidently meant to be 
strong — unusually so. The £500, he said, was intended for 
me, and me alone — and I should have that sum ! But I ex- 
plained that if he gave me another £500, I should only bene- 
fit in something like the same proportion ; and, to give prac- 
tical effect to his particular desire, he would have to hand 
over to the authorities no less than £2,500, out of which I 
should just receive the amount he intended me to have. 

AS this suggestion was altogether too preposterous, and I 
dared not have received a single extra sixpence without 
reporting the fact to Headquarters, under the pain of in- 
stant dismissal and disgrace, he very kindly asked me to 
introduce him to my wife, to whom he made a gift of a very 
handsome seal-skin jacket in a pocket of which he placed a 
Bank of England note for £100. So far, so good. 

My wife, as all far-seeing, affectionate, and dutiful wives 
should do, gave me the money to take care of for her, and 
I duly placed it to the credit of my seldom-increasing and 
never very large account at my bank. 

To my utter astonishment, within three days afterwards, 
as though I was never to have any peace at all in connection 
with my reward, a detective sergeant came up to me and 
said, "Mr. Moser, I want to know where you got that hun- 
dred-pound note (giving the exact number) which you de- 
posited the other day ?" 

Well, I thought this was strange, but rejoined, "Why?" 

He then stated that the note was a stolen one, and that he 
had traced it, in the usual way, to me. 

I was astounded ; the note was a good one, as the cashier 
had noted, but, after all, it turned out to be a stolen one. 

My position was by no means an enviable one, and I 
heartily wished myself out of it. It was no light matter. 
Here was a stolen note, traced in the easiest possible manner 
to the possession of a detective, who must somehow clear up 
the difficulty and get out of a very compromising position. 

I hardly knew what to do, but after a little time I told the 
sergeant the exact circumstances of the matter, and I, to 
this day, remember well the faint sneer of disbelief upon 
his countenance and the slight curl of doubt upon his lips. 
I was in a very ugly mess, indeed, for if Romovitch had al- 
ready gone away, who, public or officials, would have be- 
lieved an apparently roundabout rigmarole of the kind I 
gave? I should have to say, "My wife found the note 
in her jacket pocket on its arrival home," which was the ex- 
act truth and nothing but the truth — and then I would be 
dismissed from Scotland Yard, and looked upon for the rest 
of my life as a kind of black sheep ! 

A CCEPTING a gratuity, without reporting it, was almost 
the gravest offense in the force, and as such, at least for 
the want of some substantial evidence to the contrary, the 
case would appear, in spite of anything I might say to my 
superiors. But my wife — oh, yes, my wife — would corrobo- 
rate my statement that the money had been given to her. 
But neither she nor I would be believed. 

I aggravated the offense, in a weak moment, by asking 
the sergeant not to report the circumstances to Headquarters. 
This was responded to by another sneer, and I heartily re- 
gretted having suggested the idea at all — let alone to a man 
like this, who had never been a friend of mine. 

In due time a report, pretty considerably garnished by 
the sergeant, reached Mr. Howard Vincent, the Chief. The 
former had detailed the whole of the circumstances, and had 
not omitted to take advantage of my desire to suppress all 
knowledge of the matter. He laid it on with a pretty thick 
brush, and very shortly afterwards I was called up before 
the Chief and asked to go through (Continued on page 79) 
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"You're wanted 
for murder!" 
said the plain- 
clothes "dick" 



Nerve-racking, soul- 
scorching torture is 
the lot of this notorious 
crook, under grilling 
by the detectives on 
the Carson Murder. 
He swears he will 
never confess to a 
crime he insists he did 
not commit, but the 
sleuths who have him 
in their toils decide 
they will make him 
*'come across*' 



By 

"Portland Paddy" 



I EMBARKED on a criminal career at the a^e of twelve. 
After serving terms in various reformatories, I was sent 
up to Sing Sing for burglary. There I met Skinny 
Freeman, and formed a partnership with him. 
When we were released, our first job was the robbery of 
the Morenus home on Fifth Avenue, New York City. Then 
we fled to Chicago, where we later attempted to steal a for- 
tune in jewels. But someone had tipped our victim off — 
and he was ready for us. He killed Skinny. 

I made my getaway to a certain city in Ohio. There, in 
Danny Murphy's Long Tom Cafe, I was introduced to 
Sammy Harrington, and planned the job that landed me in 
the death-house of the Ohio State Prison ! Danny and 
"Pipe" Johnson, a dope-fiend, were also present when the 
details of the robbery were arranged. 

Sammy was supposed to be straight, and had a responsible 
place as butler in the home of Edward Carson, one of the 
richest old men in the State. However, he was willing to 
give me a complete lay-out of the house, in return for 
twenty-five per cent of the loot. Fifty thousand dollars was 
involved. Pipe Johnson licked his lips as he listened. 

On the night set for the "touch," I took a trolley to the 
suburban town where Carson lived, and arrived in the 
neighborhood of his home about one o'clock. As I ap- 
proached the grounds, I became aware that there were two 
men ahead of me who were acting queerly. I discovered 



that one of them was a policeman, and was carefully trailing 
the other. I did not know what to do. I hid, and waited 
a while. Finally, I saw the cop return and go into the 
caretaker's lodge of the estate across the road, where I 
had been told by Sammy that he spent most of his time. 

Figuring that the coast was now clear, I crossed the lawn, 
and forced a window with my jimmy. When I entered the 
house, I uttered thanks to the man who had built it — there 
were no creaking floors. How a house prowler detests — 
and fears — the boards that crack or squeak under his feet! 

I mounted the stairs very carefully; a cat couldn't have 
gone up them any more noiselessly than I did. 

Then I sat on the top step for a minute, and listened. I 
was looking toward old man Carson's room in the front 
when, all of a sudden, I saw, or thought I saw, a dim flash 
of light under his door. Simultaneously I heard stentorian 
snores, and they reassured me. A good, loud snore is the 
most welcome sound in the world to a house prowler. I 
got up and crept along the dark hall. 

I had reached for the door-knob, intending to enter Car- 
son's room and go to work on the safe, when I heard a 
groan come from the interior. I didn't turn the knob. I 
thought the old fellow was dreaming, or that he wasn't a 
sound sleeper. I waited for about ten minutes. When I 
didn't hear any more noises, I silently entered the room. 

The blinds were drawn. The room was almost pitch-dark, 
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so that I couldn't see a thing. I closed the door behind me, 
softly. I listened attentively, trying to catch some sound 
of the old man's breathing, but I couldn't hear him. I 
moved closer to the bed — and still I couldn't hear him 
breathe. 

Then a peculiar feeling swept over me. I don't know 
what it was. I can't interpret it — unless I say it was a 
hunch that all was not well. I flashed my light. My God, 
what a sight I saw ! 

DLOOD all over the bed ! The old man's head had been 
" beaten to a pulp, and the instrument with which the job 
had been done was lying on the bed. The safe was wide 
open. The key which Sammy had said the old man wore 
around his neck, was missing. 

Then I noted that the front window was raised from the 
bottom. When I had looked at it from the lawn a few 
minutes before, it was closed at the bottom and was down 
from the top. 

Whoever did this had gone out through that window while 
I was coming up. Somebody had beaten me to the job. 

A knock on the door 
interrupted my racing 
thoughts. It was an 
easy, gentle knock. As 
I moved toward the 
door, my foot hit some- 
thing. I picked it up. 
It was a dope gun, a hy- 
podermic needle. 

"Pipe Johnson!" I 
gasped under my breath; 
"that d rat did this !" 



The knock on the door 



came again. 

"He's coming back for 
his 'gun.' " I thought. 

I stepped behind the 
door and waited for him. 

An elderly-looking 
lady in a nightgown en- 
tered the room. She was 
carrying a lighted candle. 

When she saw the 
hideous thing on the 
floor, a terrible scream 
came from her lips. She 
dropped the candle, and 
fell on the bed, covering 
her face with her hands. 

That was my oppor- 
tunity. I made a silent 
exit from the room, 
without her seeing me. 
Then I dashed down the 
stairs. The old lady's 
screams and the sight I 
had witnessed, unnerved 
me absolutely. I didn't 

know what I was doing. She was still screaming hysteri- 
cally when I ran out of the house. 

I don't recall how I got out of the neighborhood. All I 
know is that I escaped safely — and not until I had made my 
getaway, did I realize that I had left my hat behind and 
was traveling bareheaded. I went at once to the trolley- 
line, and took a car back to the city. 

Going direct to Danny Murphy's house, I woke him up, 
and told him what had occurred. What he said about Pipe 
Johnson wouldn't look well in print. 

However, Danny assured me that I had nothing to worry 
about, in view of the fact that nobody had seen me enter 
or leave the Carson home. But I figured that I had plenty 
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to worry about ! The vision of old man Carson lying on 
the floor was still with me. I could never forget that sight. 
I was haunted by the idea that some clever detective would 
dig up at least a part of the facts. 

"And when he does," I thought, "that dope-fiend, Pipe 
Johnson, will tell what he knows about Sammy Harring- 
ton — and between the two of them they may pin this murder 
on me !" 

I recognized the necessity of doing something to protect 
myself; yet I didn't know what to do. 

There, was an old-time train robber hanging around 
Danny Murphy's cafe who was called "Big Horn Pete." 
He was sixty-odd years old, and at one time had been a 
member of the famous "Texas Blacky" gang that infested 
the Southwest years ago — holding up trains, stage-coaches, 
and banks. I told Big Horn all about the Carson job. 

"There's nothing y' can do, son," he said, "except get out 
of this neck of the woods — and say nothing to nobody about 
the affair !" 

"Nothing else?" 

I was discouraged at this piece of advice. 

"Nothing else," he 
went on, "unless y' want 
to turn rat and tell the 
police what y' know — 
and y' might as well be 
dead as turn rat, son. 
Nobody has any use for 
the fellow who 
'squeals.' " 

But I decided that 
there was something I 
could do— -and I thought 
I was justified in doing 
it. I knew Pipe John- 
son's caliber. I realized 
what he would do if 
they caught him, and I 
was determined to pro- 
tect myself. I decided 
that I would consult a 
certain well-known crim- 
inal lawyer, and see what 
he had to say. This 
lawyer, incidentally, was 
known .to all the under- 
world mob, and had de- 
fended many of them 
on occasion. He had the 
reputation of being "a 
right mouthpiece," one 
that could be trusted im- 
plicitly. I went to him, 
"laid the cards on the 
table," and asked for ad- 
vice. 

"Kid," he began, 
"you're in a mess, and 
ordinarily I should ad- 
vise you without any 
hesitancy to tell your story to the District Attorney. But 
you can't do that, because you have a record and they 
might decide that you're a conscience-stricken burglar, 
looking for a way out of a nasty mess. Keep your mouth 
shut, say nothing to anybody, and hope for the best. Any- 
way, if you squealed on Johnson, some of the gang might 
kill you." 

The lawyer's opinion didn't relieve me. I was still 
haunted by thoughts of arrest — and of the electric chair! 

KTEWSPAPER accounts of the Carson murder pointed 
* ^ out that it had all the "earmarks of an inside job." 
"How did the murderer know," (Continued on page 100) 
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The Sheriff listened, as Artz supplemented 
Smith's information and threatened im- 
mediate action if help was not forth- 
coming. 

"Well," said the Sheriff, after Artz 
had finished and stood waiting, watch in 
hand, "I ain't got no time to go out on 
any sech wild-goose chase, but I'll let you 
have my deputy sheriff. Lacy !" he called. 
"Artz thinks there is a crook on board 
that forren ship at the docks. Run down 
there with him, and see what you-all can 
find out." 

"Whatever is done, has got to be done 
in a hurry," warned Smith. 

"Come on, Lacy !'' cried Artz, "Moments 
count !" 

The door closed behind the two. . . . 

More difficulties presented themselves. 
The streets were crowded. Traffic was 
heavy in the vicinity of the docks. The 
car stalled. A truck broke down ahead, 
halting the stream of slowly-moving 
machines. Then a clear stretch of space. 
It looked as though they were going to 
make it. The speedometer rose to thirty- 
five miles — forty — forty-five — and crept to 
fifty. Traffic snarled up again. The car 
shot through for the only open lane. A 
shrill whistle rang out above the din of 
traffic. A police officer, springing from 
somewhere, blocked the passage with up- 
lifted hand. 

"Damn!" growled Artz, as the screech- 
ing brakes brought the car to a sudden 
stop. 

A deep throated boat whistle sounded 
from the docks, still some distance ahead. 

"Tell that fool to get out of the way!" 
Artz demanded. "That may be the boat!" 

BUT the police officer had already recog- 
nized them, and stood aside. The 
automobile started again, with the exhaust 
wide open, gathered speed quickly, and 
rushed on. 

A few moments later the car drew up 
beside the wharf where the Sic Vos Non 
Vobis had docked a few hours before. 

Her berth was empty! 

The ship had sailed. 

"Damn !" said Artz again, to no one in 
particular. 

"Now what?" asked Lacy a few mo- 
ments later, as Artz bustled around, ques- 
tioning some of the stevedores and long- 
shoremen. 

"The boat's been gone some time. There 
was less cargo to take on than they 
thought. That was probably the boat we 
heard while we were tied up in traffic. 
Anyway, she's gone." 

"Perhaps it was a wild-goose chase after 
all," suggested Lacy. "We might just as 
well go back." 

"We'll go back," agreed Artz. "There's 
nothing further to be done here, but I'm 
going to follow that boat. I've found that 
she makes one more stop at New Orleans." 

Back at the Sheriff's office, an hour or 
so afterwards, they discovered that 
slightly discomfited official holding a 
telegram just received from the Attorney- 
General's office, in response to a request 
for Ponzi's description. 

"That may have been Ponzi at that," 
admitted the Sheriff ruefully. "It sounds 
like him." 
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The Millionaire Waiter 

(Continued from page 14) 

"Of course it's Ponzi," snapped Artz — 
"and furthermore, I'm going to follow 
that ship by land to New Orleans, if it 
breaks me. I'm not going to let a good 
story like that slip through my fingers. 
I want you to let Lacy go with me." 
But the Sheriff hesitated. 
It entailed the expenditure of consider- 
able money, with a possibility of failure. 
Artz, surmising what was passing in the 
Sheriff's mind, offered to finance the trip 
out of his own pocket. 
The offer was accepted. 
Artz and Lacy arrived in New Orleans 
considerably ahead of the steamer. At 
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the Customs House they disclosed their 
identity, and voiced their suspicions. A 
plan was discussed to get the suspected 
Italian waiter on shore. 

The boat came into port, and was 
boarded in the usual manner by the Cus- 
toms officials. Learning that Andrea Lu- 
ciana was the only man, according to the 
Captain, who spoke English, the Customs 
official in charge, ordered a man ashore 
to the Customs House with the papers. 
Andrea was given the mission. 

MEANWHILE the two Texans were 
pacing the dock impatiently. Would 
the subterfuge work? Would Ponzi leave 
the ship under any circumstances? Now 
that Artz and Lacy had gone this far, 
they were determined to see it through. 
Just as the two were getting anxious, 
Lacy touched Artz on the arm. 

"There's somebody coming off the ship 
now," he said. "Is that our man?" 

The two approached the rough-looking 
foreigner who had reached the dock, and 
had started toward town with some offi- 
cial-appearing documents under his arm. 

"What's the name of that ship?" Artz 
asked, pointing to the Sic Vos Non Vobis. 

The man stared at him stupidly, and 
shrugged his shoulders. 



59 



"Mio non cabish !" he said, and began to 
move on. 

Artz had already recognized him by the 
mustache. He held him by the arm. 

"Come on," he said harshly. "How do 
you get that way? You can't fool us with 
that line!" 

"Yes, cut it out !" ordered Lacy draw- 
ing closer. "We know who you are. 
You're Charles Ponzi." Ponzi started 
imperceptibly as the officer pulled the 
"Wanted" circular from his pocket. 

"It's him all right," said Artz. 

"Mio Andrea Luciana," protested Ponzi. 
"Mio non cabish Engleesh." 

"Oh, shut up!" said Lacy, now sure of 
his ground. "We've got you good. It 
was too bad you pulled that job in Mon- 
treal back in 1908, and let them mug you 
with a mustache. "It's a dead give-away." 
Ponzi remained silent. "Come on now," 
threatened Lacy, showing his badge. 
"Come clean ! Either you'll come across, 
or else we'll let you stay in a town that 
hates your kind and eats 'em alive. What 
do you say?" 

Ponzi finally got into a taxicab and they 
were driven to a hotel where they talked 
the situation over. Lacy admitted that he 
had no authority to take him back to 
Texas, but told Ponzi that Italians were 
rather unwelcome in New Orleans, owing 
to some trouble they had had in the Italian 
Quarter. 

"All in all, Ponzi," concluded Lacy, 
"you stand a much better chance under 
'Ma' Ferguson than you do here." 

They argued a bit more, and at the end 
of several hours Ponzi decided to go back 
to Texas with them. As soon as they 
returned to Houston, the Sheriff of Harris 
County put in a long distance telephone 
call to Boston Police Headquarters, ask- 
ing if Inspector Mitchell wanted Ponzi. 

Mitchell wired to hold him, and later 
sent another wire giving classifications 
and measurements. 

Word was sent back to Boston that 
Ponzi was under lock and key. 

Ponzi had been captured at last, but he 
was still two thousand miles away from 
Massachusetts, a state to which he had 
boasted he would never return. 

o 

THE telephone rang sharply in Inspec- 
tor Mitchell's office, in the State 
House on Beacon Hill, Boston, as he sat 
patiently waiting for a reply to his four 
telegrams asking where Charles Ponzi had 
been confined. 

The telephone rang again and again. In- 
spector Mitchell leaned over his desk and 
lifted the receiver from its hook. 
"Hello!" he said. 

It was the State House operator who 
answered. 

"Will you pay for a toll call from 
Texas?" 

Mitchell replied that he would. 

There was a low hum on the line as 
he waited for the connection to be made, 
broken by a series of clicks as operators 
over the two-thousand-mile circuit kept 
the line open. Then a receiver clicked. 

"Hello!" a voice said. "Is this Inspec- 
tor Mitchell?" 

"It is," replied Mitchell. 



GO 
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"This is Charles Ponzi," the voice con- 
tinued. "Will you let me come back to 
Massachusetts in the custody of the 
Sheriff here?" 

Mitchell paused before answering. 

He saw Ponzi was up to his old tricks. 
He was positive, just as soon as he got 
( utside the State of Texas, it would be 
"good-bye; Ponzi." 

"Hello," said Ponzi. "Are you still 
there? Will you let me do it?" 

"Nothing doing, Charlie," Mitchell told 
him. "You've pulled your last stunt with 
us." 

"Is that so?" said Ponzi. "Well then," 
he taunted, "you'll have to conic down and 
get me. I won't come back. I'll fight 
first !" 

"All right, Charlie," said Mitchell, good- 
naturedly — "we'll fight." 

The Inspector hung up. Hostilities be- 
tween Charles Ponzi and Inspector Mit- 
chell had been renewed. 

PONZI put up a stiff fight to remain in 
Texas. 

The entire State seemed to have fallen 
under his hypnotic influence, and it was 
his boast he would never go back to 
Massachusetts as long as Governor "Ma" 
Ferguson was in power. 

But the Massachusetts authorities per- 
sisted. As Ponzi felt the long arm of 
the Attorney-General's office reaching out 
for him, he dispatched telegram after tele- 
gram to Governor Alvin T. Fuller of 
Massachusetts, asking for clemency. This 
proved unavailing, and he appealed to his 
native country, asking Mussolini to inter- 
cede. 

Inspector Mitchell was not finding the 
job quite as easy as he had anticipated. 

It looked, for a while, as though Ponzi 
would make good his boast. The Boston 
police officers were thwarted at every twist 
and turn; they were asked to defend a 
case whose merits had already been de- 
cided by a Massachusetts court. At the 
first hearing, held on July 10, 1926. much 
to the surprise c f Assistant Attorney Gen- 
eral A. R. Shrigley, of Massachusetts, the 
proceedings took on the color of a court 
trial. 

Action was postponed until after the 
Democratic election, later in July. It was 
alleged that this was done to save the 



Italian vote. From then until Ponzi lost 
his last appeal in January, 1927, his at- 
torneys did all in their power to prevent 
his extradition to Massachusetts. 

But Ponzi lost, and Inspector Mitchell 
arrived in Houston to take the former 
financial wizard back to Boston. 

He had arrived not an instant too soon. 
Fonzi was still planning to defeat the 
forces of law and order. 

The jail was under construction, and 
there was Ponzi, with twenty-six other 
prisoners, confined in a single cell. Mit- 
chell happened in unobserved. The prison- 
ers were gathered in a group, talking in 
low tones. 

"All right, Charlie," said Mitchell, 
"we're all set to go. Get your stuff 
ready." 

But Ponzi played for time. 

"Let's wait over several days," he hedged, 
" — and go back by boat." 

"Nothing doing," replied Mitchell. 
"We're going out on the eleven-thirty." 

It was then after eleven o'clock. 

"I'm not going back with you," said 
Ponzi, still stalling for time. "If you try 
to take me back to Massachusetts, I'll 
commit suicide. I shall never go back to 
Boston alive." 

" ALL right, Charlie," returned Mit- 
chell, not at all disturbed by the 
threat. "You can suit yourself. It's noth- 
ing to me. My papers state I'm here for 
the body of one Charles Ponzi. Dead or 
alive, I'm going to take you back to Bos- 
ton. If you care to bump yourself off, — 
well, that's your business." 

Ponzi looked thoughtful. 

"Only don't forget, Charlie, if you do 
do that, you'll go back in a box in the 
baggage car, while I'll ride in the Pullman, 
eating three square meals a day and know- 
ing you're where you'll stay put, without 
watching." 

Ponzi, with less than half an hour be- 
fore train time, had other objections which 
Mitchell overrode in more or less peremp- 
tory fashion. Fearful that writs might be 
served, the police officer took him to the 
railroad station, at the same time secretly 
holding a fast automobile in readiness, 
filled with gasoline and oil, in which he 
planned to kidnap Ponzi, should it be im- 
possible to leave the city by train. 



But the financial wizard had played his 
last card. 

However, Ponzi remained defiant, even 
when a gun and some hundred cartridges 
were found concealed in the lining of his 
traveling bag, where they had remained 
hidden since 1920. Later he confessed 
that a jail delivery had been planned for 
that very night, in which the prisoners 
counted on overpowering the attendants 
when they answered a sick call from the 
cell. Once the door was opened, the rest 
of the getaway would have been easy. But 
Mitchell's sudden arrival had prevented the 
plan from being carried out. 

They went back to Boston by train, 
locked in a compartment where they re- 
mained until they reached St. Louis. Here 
they rode about town in a taxi until train 
time, and then were locked in a compart- 
ment of another train, in which they 
stayed until the train passed over the New 
York-Massachusetts boundary line. But 
Ponzi had admitted his defeat long before 
that. 

He turned to Inspector Mitchell just 
after they left Texas behind. 

"You've beaten me, Inspector," he said 
simply. 

"I told you I would," replied Mitchell, 
without rancor. "I told you so the day 
ycu telephoned me in Boston. You in- 
sulted the United States ; you insulted the 
Commonwealth of Massachusetts, and you 
got just what any man gets who starts out 
to beat the law. It can't be done, because 
there is no such thing as a perfect crime." 

CHARLES PONZI, juggler of other 
people's millions, is now safely behind 
the stone walls of the State's prison at 
Charlestown, Massachusetts. The mani- 
cured fingers through which passed the 
life savings of many, are now occupied 
sewing on buttons in the knitting room at 
the prison factory. 

But, although the steel gates of the pris- 
on will swing open for him once again at 
the conclusion of his sentence, he will not 
walk forth a free man. The doors of 
America have been forever shut to this 
man who set at naught the laws of the 
United States, and defied the authorities 
of Massachusetts. 

He has sacrificed all his rights to citizen- 
ship and will be deported. 
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weight because of lack of exercise, et 
cetera. In another, the invalid might worry 
herself almost to a shadow. It the woman 
were well cared for, kept supplied with 
fresh air, and massaged and fed in ac- 
cordance with a diet fixed by a first-class 
physician, she probably would keep at 
about the same weight and retain a rea- 
sonably good color. Anything else?" 

"Yes, Doctor, and it is of far more im- 
portance. Could a woman of the age I 
have stated, with an unusually strong will 
and assisted at all times by a competent 
female companion, so feign the kind of 
paralysis I have described, as to deceive the 
members of her family? These, of course, 
see her at intervals each day." 

"Yes. If you care to read the medical 
records, I can show you cases where clever 



(Continued front pane 19) 

— and usually unscrupulous — persons have 
practiced even greater deceptions and over 
longer periods by feigning paralysis." 

"Thank you — I may read them later. 
One more question. Could a person, vis- 
ited almost daily by a physician, deceive 
him in this way?" 

"Is the doctor a man of repute?" 

"Yes, a leader in his profession." 

"It is possible. But the woman would 
have to possess a will of steel, and twice 
the determination and cleverness of the 
average person. And she would need a 
most devoted and resourceful confederate. 
However, permit me to suggest something, 
based upon my experience. Learn if the 
woman you speak of didn't suffer a real 
nervous collapse, the result of some un- 
usual strain, disappointment, loss, or acci- 



dent, which for a time paralyzed her limbs 
wholly or partly. Perhaps this won her 
such sympathy as she would not have re- 
ceived otherwise, and, when she found 
she was recovering, she decided to prac- 
tice the deception for a selfish purpose." 

"That's all, Doctor. Thanks. I'll give 
you all the facts later." 

After leaving his house, I went on to 
Doctor Logan's offices. He had just re- 
turned from an early morning visit to the 
Hatton home when I arrived. 

Madeline Brooks, he stated, was com- 
paratively calm, after recovering from her 
collapse. However, she had insisted upon 
going to the home of a near-by neighbor 
until the funeral. I wondered if there 
was anything significant in her move. 
(Continued on page 62) 
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what is their 
dangerous power? 



THE siren type — the woman who fascinates 
men at will. One woman in a hundred pos- 
sesses this dangerous power. She is envied, 
hated, feared — by other women. And she has 
always been a mystery. You study her — and are 
amazed, bewildered. For you can truthfully say 
"I don't understand what men see in her." 
But you want to know the secret — with all your 
heart. You want the "dangerous power." It is 
not that you desire to be the siren type. If you 
could fascinate men at will, you would use your 

Ewer within reason. Well, then, you may; for at 
it the secret is known. Lucille Young, the world's 
foremost beauty expert, will give you the "dan« 
gerous power" — give it to you free. 

> Nature's Greatest Mystery Unveiled 
All your unavailing study of fascinating women, 
your failure to succeed by like methods is easily 
explained. Nature has never desired a race of 
women, all fascinating. Her plan is for limited 
charm. She has said, * * I "11 give women j ust enough 
attraction to marry, and mate." But to a few 
women she has said, I'll give the dangerous power 
of complete fascination." 

You know that this is nature's plan — though you 
may never have thought of it in just this way. 
Instead you have been puzzled. You have seen 
fascinating women possessed of no more than aver- 
age looks — some that you may have considered 
homely. You have seen women with poor figures 
outshine women with perfect figures. You have 
seen women of refinement cast into the shadow by 
coarser women. You have heard of "sex appeal," 
yet you know that thousands of women have re- 
sorted to physical charms as the main reliance— 
with inevitable failure. 

Strangest of all, you may have known some dan- 
gerously fascinating woman as a friend — known 
that she was willing to give you her secrets. But 
she could not. For Nature, most cleverly, has made 
her natural sirens blind to their own methods. 

One Woman in All the World Can Tell You 
Amazing, perhaps, but — so far as it is known- 
Lucille Young is theone woman in all the world who 
knows the com plcte secret of fascination. A certain 
amount of beauty is indispensable. This beauty 
Lucille Young gives you through her methods — 
admittedly the most effective in the world — used by 
scores of thousands of women. 
But more than beauty is absolutely necessary. 
Countless beautiful women are not fascinating — 
hardly attractive — as every woman knows. 
So Lucille Young gives you also the very inmost of 
Nature's secrets of fascination. These secrets liave 
been disclosed by nearly twenty years of study, by 
gleaning from countless patrons the hidden ways of 
fascination, by analyzing and putting together. 
The revelations are startling, mysterious, strange — 
things you would never discover yourself. 
Women are thrilled as never before — because they in- 
stantly recognize that all the secrets they have longed 
to know are revealed — that an amazing new life has 
been opened up to them. No woman who reads will 
again fear the siren type. She will meet her on her own 
ground — be as irresistible as any woman living. And 
remember, whatever your present appearance, Lucille 
Young Methods will give the necessary beauty. 
find Out Free of All Cost or Obligation. So mar- 
velous are the promises of complete fascination, that 
Lucille Young is willing to convince you at her ou n 
risk. Simply mail the coupon for her booklet — the mosc 
amazing thing you have ever read — and it will be sent 
free and without the slightest 
obligation. 
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"How is Hatton?" I asked. 

"He is bearing up well. He talked with 
your Inspector, while I was at the house, 
and urged that every effort be made to 
apprehend the murderer. He offered to 
advance the funds required for a nation- 
wide hunt." 

I ASKED myself then if the banker might 
not know somewhat more about the facts 
than he had as Vet divulged. What if he, 
too, was trying to steer the authorities 
along the wrong trail ! 

"And Miss Marie? Did the shock of 
her experience do her further harm?" 

"Not a great deal, I think; though she 
has refused to speak of the — killing since 
you left. Of course, it was a severe shock. 
She lies with her eyes closed most of the 
time. I have prescribed absolute quiet for 
he,r, and no reference to the Brooks' death 
in her hearing. To make things as easy 
as possible for her. I recommended that 
only a short service be held at the house 
for the family, the principal service to be 
held at the church. Hatton and Mrs. 
Brooks have agreed," 

"Doctor, will you tell me when, how, and 
why Miss Marie was paralyzed?" 

"Why — what bearing can that have on 
this case?" 

A great deal. I must know if I can 
rely upon what she stated. If she is a 
victim of hallucinations, she may not have 

seen anyone in her room 

"But her nurse also saw the man." 
"Maybe. But she was so unstrung last 
night, that she'd have thought she saw any- 
thing that was suggested to her. If Miss 
Marie saw no one, then — improbable as it 
may seem — one of the servants, or even 
a guest, may have done the killing, and 
then hidden the knife somewhere in the 

house " 

"I see what you're driving at. Person- 
ally, I'm conviced my patient and her nurse 
told the truth. Marie inherited a high- 
strung, sensitive temperament from her 
Spanish mother. When Madeline eloped, 
the excitement and notoriety so shocked 
her that she collapsed completely. It was the 
worst case of its kind in my experience. 
It was two days before she recovered suffi- 
ciently either to hear or speak. Her limbs 
continued paralyzed. Even when Madeline 
and Brooks returned to seek Hatton's for- 
giveness, I wouldn't permit her to see 
them for fear of a relapse. After that, 
however, though helpless to move, she re- 
covered her appetite, her mind cleared, and 
she can reason and talk as well as you or 
I. Her nurse reads to her constantly; so 
she keeps abreast of the times. You can 
depend upon it — she knew absolutely what 
she was saying when she stated she saw 
a man run through her room." 

Safely beyond Logan's office, I smiled 
grimly. So Marie had had a stroke of 
paralysis when her sister married Brooks ! 
Of course, the doctor had lied clumsily 
about the cause — it wasn't possible that her 
collapse had been due to the "excitement 
and notoriety" of Madeline's elopement. 
But if Marie had been in love with Brooks, 
I could very well understand that the col- 
lapse might have been genuine. There- 
after, with the assistance of Lisa, she 
might have feigned paralysis — for a pur- 
pose. 
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SO far, in this case, I had followed a 
hunch almost entirely — and it was a 
risky business ! But the pieces of the puzzle 
were beginning to fit together, I thought, 
and, after talking with Logan, I had the 
courage to go on with my investigation 
along the line I had chosen. But I knew 
that I would have to go very slowly. If 
I made a mistake, I would find myself in 
such trouble that I would pay for my bung- 
ling with my job. 

When I went to the Department labora- 
tory, Doctor Meyrerk was ready to make 
a preliminary report. The blood on the 
dagger was that of Brooks. Also, the 
sheet had been stained with blood, but it 
would require a full day to test it and 
learn if it also was the blood of the mur- 
dered man. Maybe, even then, he would 
fail in this delicate experiment ; he had so 
little to work with. 

After considering all aspects of the 
strange situation that confronted me, I 
decided to risk everything on a daring 
scheme. The first step was to obtain per- 
mission from the occupants of the house 
directly facing the Hatton home to have 
detectives watch from behind the curtains 
of a front window night and day. To 
accomplish this, I convinced them of the 
truth of the old saying that a killer always 
returns to the scene of his crime, and that 
we believed the man would come to look 
the house over, either before or during the 
funeral. A room was placed at our dis- 
posal, and three men were detailed to work 
in relays. What the people in the house 
didn't know was that the detectives were 
equipped with powerful field-glasses and 
that they had orders to watch the win- 
dows of Marie's apartment, which faced on 
the street. 

I visited Dale and asked him to put me 
in touch with an absolutely trustworthy 
servant in the Hatton home. He sent for 
Nelson, the butler. The old man all but 
refused to go through with the scheme I 
outlined, but pressure by Dale finally won 
him over. 

My plan, which I began carrying out 
that night, was to spend much time in the 
Hatton home without anyone but Nelson 
being aware of my presence. Each eve- 
ning, sufficiently late to make it certain I 
ran little chance of detection, he was to 
admit me to the back stairs. Slipping up 
these, I was to conceal myself in his room, 
and then, when I believed the household 
had retired, I was to try and learn what 
was going on in the various parts of the 
house. I knew I could move about so 
quietly in my stocking feet that none would 
hear me. 

MY first night in the house brought little 
result. In the hallway I lay prone 
before each of the doors to Marie's quar- 
ters and tried to peer beneath. The bot- 
toms of the curtains covered most of this 
space, so I did no more than detect light 
inside. Now and then I was certain I 
heard the sound of people talking, but I 
could not make out the words. Then I 
tried to look into the rooms from the bal- 
cony. The result was the same. Through- 
out the night I repeated my efforts. The 
lights continued to burn, and the low rum- 
ble of conversation was repeated. 
The following day my watchers reported 
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they had seen nothing worthy of note, and 
I began to have twinges of doubt as to the 
reasonableness of toy procedure. I had 
visions of myself as the Department's 
laughing-stock. 

Then, shortly before the funeral service, 
I took the outlook post with the glasses. 
The wait was long and tedious, but my 
eyes never left the window across the way. 
Finally I was rewarded for my patience, 
just after the casket containing Brooks' re- 
mains had been placed in the hearse and 
it began moving from the curb. 

With a quick movement, the curtain was 
drawn aside, and a woman looked out ! 
For an instant I caught sight of the face. 
It was Marie? 

Lord ! That gave me a thrill ! For the 
first time, I knew positively that I hadn't 
let my imagination trick me. I didn't un- 
derstand everything yet — but I was ready 
to stake everything on one play, trusting 
to the providence that had so far directed 
me ! 

After the cortege had left the house. I 
hurried across. Nelson admitted me, and 
I drew him aside. Under orders from Mr. 
Hatton he had remained on guard in the 
lower hallway. No one, not even a servant, 
had gone upstairs, lest Marie be disturbed. 
She was not supposed to know of the 
service in the house. Her nurse, who re- 
mained with her, had been cautioned to 
say nothing. 

Two nights later, at about ten o'clock. I. 
with the Inspector's permission, notified 
the newspapers that a man answering the 
description of Brooks' slayer had been ar- | 
rested in Baltimore. We knew this would 
cause "extras" to be issued at once. When 
the newsboys came through the neighbor- 
hood «»f the Hatton home, as I felt certain 
they would, shouting the sensational news, I 
Nelson was to hurry out and purchase sev- 
eral papers. After giving one of these to 
Hatton. he was to rap on any of the doors 
of Marie's quarters and hand a newspaper 
to the nurse. I was to be watching from 
the fire-escape. 

THAT night the Hatton household re- 
tired early, around half -past ten. Im- 
mediately I made my way to the balcony 
to reconnoiter. It had been a fearfully hot 
day, and to my delight, as well as surprise, 
I noted that the windows of the girl's 
rooms were raised. However, the heavy 
curtains were in place, cutting off most of 
the light from within. I caught only occa- 
sional flashes when the breeze moved them. 
I dared not go close, even to peep inside. 
The slightest noise might betray me, and 
block my scheme. 

Nelson and I were huddled in the dark- 
ness of the upper hall when the first cries 
of "extra" echoed through the street. As 
he hurried away to execute his mission, I 
hastened to the balcony. Louder and 
louder grew the shouts from below. I 
was in my stocking feet, and decided to 
risk a look between the curtains, believing 
the racket caused by the newsies would 
prevent the girl and her nurse from noting 
any chance noise I made. 

teaching the window on the side of the 
bedroom, I peered in. What I saw caused 
me to set myself for the big finale of the 
drama. The bed was vacant— the tumbled 
coverings indicating its occupant had left 
it hurriedly— and Marie stood at a front 



• .... as if a dazzling flood 
of light were playing always 
on her hair " 




Those lovely heroines of happy-end- 
ing books — have you ever heard of one 
described as "drab" or "plain"? Im- 
aginary characters perhaps — or possi- 
bly some man's ideal, pictured in words 
from a memory . . . . a romance that 
was, or might have been! 

"He" reads those books. How do you 
measure up? 

* * * 

FICTION is life! You may be to- 
morrow's heroine ! Romance, pop- 
ularity may be but around the corner. 
. . . But not if dull, lifeless hair is dim- 
ming your charm. 

Why not be rid of this depressing 
note ? Why not banish dullness — to- 
night — in one shampooing? You can 
do so — as millions do — with Golden 
Glint. 

The "Shampoo-plus" it's called— for 
it does much more than cleanse. In 
one shampooing dullness flees — those 
youthful lights return. It gives your 
hair a special charm; a finish! It is 
as "cold cream" and "powder" and 
"rouge" — all three — translated to your 
hair! 

Rich, copious lather — faintly fra- 
grant — removes the film that hides the 
natural color of your hair. Two lathers 



and your hair is clean, gloriously im- 
maculate! 

You rinse, remove all trace of soap, 

and your hair appears shades lighter. 
Then you apply the extra touch, a 
special rinse — the "plus" that makes 
this shampoo different. Your hair takes 
on new gloss — new finish. Its natural 
color, now revealed, is enhanced by 
sparkling lights. You are reminded 
faintly of your childhood's tresses. Now 
your hair is worthy of the face it frames! 

Millions today use this modern 
"shampoo-plus". It brings much of the 
skill of the master hairdresser to your 
own boudoir. No harsh chemicals to 
bleach or change the natural color of 
your hair. Just a wonderful shampoo, 
plus an extra touch that brings back 
youth ! Your nearest toilet goods dealer 
can supply you. Money back if not 
delighted. 

Golden Glint 

*c SHAMPOO/" 

MAGIC KEY TO YOUTHFUL "LOCKS* 



// you have never before tried Golden Glint 

— and your dealer cannot supply it — send 25c 
to J. W. Kobi Co., Dept. F-600 Rainier Ave., 
Seattle, Wash. Please mention dealer's name 
— and if you choose, mention also color and 
texture (or send sample) of your hair, and, 
a leiter of valuable advice <will be sent you* 
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Does Your Mirror say 
"Powder" or "Beauty" 

If only powder didn't SHOW! If you could use 
it to achieve JUST BEAUTY I Marvelous if 
Possible. To have again the undimmed, velvety 
skin of childhood loveliness . . . to have your niir» 
ror say "beauty", and not "powder," 

XT tell, then, princess pat does give just beauty 
VV * • ' with °ut the slightest hint of "powder ap- 
pearance" . . . and your intelligence will recog- 
nize the reasons. Then you will want to try. 
As you ordinarily powder — and peer into your mirror 
— you now observe a chalky, powdery appearance. 
Try as you will, you cannot altogether banish it, 
"\ our mirror still says powder. And it always will — 
until you use powder without the usual ingredients 
that give the customary chalky appearance. 
These ingredients are banished in Princess Pat. 
Precious Almond replaces usual starch. Instead of 
harshness, there is softness. The very feel of Princess 
Pat is a caress to the skin. Watch as you apply this 
utterly different powder. Subtly, magically, it trans- 
forms the skin. It merges, blends, becomes as the 
very skin itself made perfect. Rub it on well, for 
permanence. 

Now thenl After you have powdered, what happens? 
Oil comes upon the skin, gradually, yet surely. Usual 
powders become "patchy" and unlovely. You have to 
use more powder — with not the happiest results. 
On the contrary, the Almond in Princess Pat has an 
affinity for oils from the skin glands — usually called 
pores. As oils appear — and they do on every skin — 
they are absorbed by Almond. Thus the distressing 
shine is prevented — even on the nose. Powder is no 
longer dislodged, nor beauty marred. Wonderful? 
Yes, of course. 

And think ! This same characteristic of Princess Pat, giv- 
ing untold appearance beauty, likewise assures you a fine 
textured, healthy skin. The oil glands arc not scaled — 
nev« choked. Consequently they do not become dis- 
tended. If ; lready distended. Princess Pat Powder gives 
every assistance to make them normally invisible again. 
But it is beauty without powder appearance that is the 
first thought of every woman. That is why women who 
know choose Princess Pat to begin with ... for make-up 
beauty that always passes for supreme natural loveliness. 
lndtcd your mirror never says "powder." 
Of course, though, the added virtue of improved akin 
fixture is equally well loved as time passes ... as pores 
become superbly fine, as the skin becomes delightfully 
soft and pliant, as blemishes vanish. 
And now, if you have read carefully, learned the unusual 
advantages of Princess Pat you will surely want to try it. 
Your favorite toilette goods counter can supply Princess 
Pat Almond Base Powder — in two wt iRlits. These are 
rcnular weight, in the oblong box. and a splendidly ad- 
herent light weight powder in round box. Both weights 
arc made with the famous Almond Base. 



The very popular Princess Pat Week-End Set is offered 
for a limited ti..ie for this coupon and 25c (coin). Only 
one to a customer. Set contains eaaily a month 'n supply 
of Almond Base Powder and SIX other delightful Prince** 
Pat preparations. Packed in a beautifully decorated 
boudoir box. Pleaso act promptly. 




PKINCKSS I»AT, Ltd. 

2709 8. Wells St.. Dept. No. A -26. Chicago. 
BndOMd find 25c for which send me the Princess Put 
Week Knd Set. 
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Street 

City and State 



window, listening and looking into the 
street through a slit in the draperies. 

Failing to catch the sounds I expected 
from inside the house, I waited in an agony 
of suspense, wondering it Xelson had blun- 
dered. No. Suddenly there came a knock 
upon the door. The girl motioned to the 
nurse, then ran lo her bed. Lisa opened 
the door a crack, and took one of the news- 
papers. 

"What does it say?" I heard Marie ask 
excitedly. 

Silently, but with desperate speed, I ran 
hack to the hall and to Marie's door. 
Everything depended on the outcome of the 
next few seconds! I eased it open. The 
girl, meanwhile, had jumped out of bed, 
and jerked the newspaper from Lisa's 
hands. Just as she raised the paper, I 
started into the room. Both of the women 
saw me at once, and screamed. In a few 
bounds I was at the girl's side, and had 
seized her. 

All doubts about her paralysis being 
entirely a sham disappeared in a flash. 
With what appeared to be the strength of 
a madwoman, she attempted to break from 
me, scratching, kicking, trying to bite my 
hands. But I held on. though again and 
again she all but broke my hold. All the 
time, Lisa was screaming at the top of her 

\ < .ice. 

Then, suddenly, 1 caught Hatton's voice, 
and the cries of servants. A moment later 
Hatton and the others rushed in, then 
came to a dead halt, amazed at the sight 
of me holding the girl, who had ceased to 
struggle. 

a \y/HAT — in God's name, what does 
VV this mean?" The banker's words 

came in gasps. He appeared on the point 

of collapse. 

"Send the others out, and close the door," 

I ordered. 
Hatton obeyed. 

"Wait a minute, Mr. Hatton," I said, as 
he was about to speak again. "You know 
me — Detective Fynes. I regret what I have 
to do, but I might as well tell you bluntly 
and have it over with. Your daughter 
has been shamming. She is no more para- 
lyzed than you or I." 

The nurse uttered a low moan. 

"It can't be — I don't understand 99 

"I am here as an officer of the law. 
Your daughter is under arrest. She killed 
Victor Brooks." 

"She— killed " He staggered, and 

grasped a chair for support. "You are 
mad, crazy : she couldn't " 

"She did, Mr. Hatton, with this dagger." 
I pulled the murder-knife from my pocket, 
and held it out. 

The girl gasped, and set herself. I 
could feel her muscles grow taut in my 
clutch. 



"My wife's," he said slowly. 

"It was your wife's, but your daughter 
has had it for years. She stabbed Brooks 
with it." 

"No, no. Say you didn't, Marie!" 

The girl gave a cry, half a snarl, and 
jerked from my grasp. "But I did do it ! 
And I'm glad ! I loved him, from the time 
we first met, in Europe. He would have 
married me except for Madeline. She 
stole him from me, the white- faced baby. 
But I warned him, before he ran away 
with her. I told him I'd kill him if he 
didn't marry me. He didn't believe " 

She paused, just a moment, recovering 
her breath, though she still shook with 
fury. "I'd have killed him before he and 
Madeline left for Europe, had I been my- 
self. But I was paralyzed. I couldn't bear 
the shock of losing him. Then I deter- 
mined to give him a chance, if lie would 
come back to me. When I recovered the 
use of my body, I didn't let you know. I 
fooled you all, knowing some day he would 
return here, where I could see him — and 
take my revenge, if he refused to go away 
with me ! I planned it all a year ago- 
down to the last detaill 

"He did come here. He came up-stairs 
alone. I met him in the hallway, and 
begged him to leave Madeline. He refused, 
and went to his room. I knew I must act 
at once, because he would tell of my de- 
ception; so I took the dagger, waited for 

him behind those curtains, and " She 

got no further. With a moan she covered 
her eyes, then sank unconscious at my feet. 

"Take care of her," I said to the nurse. 
Then I picked up the telephone and called 
Burke. "Come at once to the Hatton home, 
Inspector. Bring an ambulance and a 
doctor." 

MARIE HATTON'S trial was the great- 
est sensation the city ever had known. 
Madeline Brooks, who fled the city immedi- 
ately following the arrest, did not appear 
in court. Bancroft Hatton did everything 
in his power to save his daughter: he sat 
by her side throughout the trial and coun- 
seled with the several noted attorneys and 
alienists he hired to defend her. Marie 
never spoke, even to her father, through- 
out all the days she sat in court. Al- 
though the evidence, produced by the po- 
lice, proved that she long had premeditated 
the crime, and that her paralysis was a 
blind, she escaped with her life. A ma- 
jority of the experts testified that she was 
not in her right mind when she killed 
Brooks. 

She was sent to a prison for the criminal 
insane, where she probably will spend the 
remainder of her life. The nurse, Lisa, 
escaped punishment, as it could not be 
proved that she knew Marie had contem- 
plated murder. 



Make Your Home Dustproof 

There are several little things that you can arrange for your home that 
will help to keep out the dust and dirt — and so keep down the housework. 
The June issue of YOUR HOME tells you how to do this. 

You will also be interested in the articles on rock gardens, porch furnish- 
ings, the uses of chintz and cretonne in introducing a summery note in the 
house. 

The issue will be on sale on May 23rd on the newsstands, 25c a copy. 
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The Man Who Fled 
to Juarez 

(Continued from page 44) 

and happy to see me. My father — old and 
confined to his chair — merely shook hands, 
but there was a glad light in his eyes as 
he made me welcome. My mother cried 
as she fussed around the room, preparing 
a real old-home breakfast for her 
muchacho. I think that was the happiest 1 
hour in my life, and I came nearer to 
crying then than at any time since. The j 
poverty of my parents was pathetic, and 
their joy over the return of the worthless ■ 
prodigal son made me feel honestly 
ashamed of myself and my past. I made, 
then and there, a mental resolve to be 
more considerate of them in the future, 
and to work hard and honestly for the 
money that would mean so much to them. 

As I write this, a mental picture passes 
before my vision. I see, painted on the 
canvas of my past, how the reckless youth 
that I have been has brought distress and 
sorrow to my parents. I had twice been 
committed to reformatories — once at Leon 
and once at the Bittener institution. Then 
came my prison term. And now I am a 
convict under life sentence for murder. 

MY mother's restraining influence kept 
me, for a time, from following my 
own inclinations after my release from 
Ca reel la Prison. I wanted to go out and 
look up some of the old gang. There 
would be something to drink. Surely one ; 
or two drinks could do me no harm. I 
thought. This would be in violation of 
the terms of my parole, certainly, but no 
one would be the wiser. I thought of 
some of the girls I had known, and won- 
dered if I would be able to find them 
at the old haunts. Girls ! They had been 
out of my life for nearly five years. So 
it went, and for three weeks I heeded 
the pleas and admonitions of my mother, 
and spent my leisure hours at home. 

And then, on the third Saturday night 
after I had reached home — a pay day — a 
sister of one of the fellows at the shop 
came to meet him. With her was a girl 
by the name of Dolores Ruiz. She was 
one of those beauties of the perfect Span- 
ish type, from the top of her shapely head 
to the soles of her dainty feet. Her pro- 
fusion of jet black hair was becomingly 
crowned with a blue turban. Her small, 
shapely feet were incased in stylish ox- 
fords. She was a born charmer, every 
inch of her. Her dress was of expensive 
material and matched, in color, the blue 
of her turban. Laughing black eyes, the 
depths of which you could not see, peeped 
out from under long, dark lashes — offering 
a startling contrast to the Castilian white- 
ness of her complexion. As her rouged 
lips parted in a smile, two rows of per- 
fect teeth were exposed. She was slightly 
built and small for a woman, yet, as I 
acknowledged the introduction, I had to 
glance up to meet her eyes. 

We paired off and walked to the car 
line. Dolores, perfectly composed, did the 
talking — in Spanish. She spoke English 
with difficulty. While I walked by her 
side I was like some dumb animal, but 
content to let the conversational burden 




The NEW Norida Vanitie 
For Your 
Favorite Loose Powder 

So Thin! 

And the smartest NEW CASE. 
Exquisitely embossed — dainty 
— practical — the last word in 
Loose Powder Vanities. 

Never sifts nor spills. Yields just the right 
amount of loose powder at a slight turn of the 
silvered powder plate. Refill it in a few sec- 
onds, then snap it shut — no slots, grooves or 
complicated mechanism. All these clever 
features have made Norida the most famous 
Loose Powder Vanitie in the world. 

Ask your dealer to show you 
the NEW IMPROVED Norida 
Loose Powder Vanitie. 

Priced $1.50 to $3.00 — Single and Double, Gold and 
Silver, each in a satin lined box — filled with Norida 
Fleur Sauvage { Wildflower) Poudre and Rouge 

At All Toilet Goods Counters 
NORIDA PARFUMERIE 

NEW YORK PARIS 
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^Poised! 

That tell-tale moment 
before a dip 

Curious eyes are quick to detect the slightest 
flaw that modern bathing attire reveals. So, 
too,with sleeveless frocks, even- (^~~\ k 
ing gowns, sheer hosiery, and 
short skirts. Today, women arcl 
more careful than ever tore-' 
move the least suggestion of 
superfluous hair on arms, under- 
arms, face, legs or back of neck. 

Feminine Daintiness — 

so much admired by everyone is preserved 
most easily with Del-a-tone Cream. In 3 brief 
minutes Del-a-tone Cream removes every trace 
of offending hair. Leaves skin soft, white and 
velvety smooth. 

Applied directly from its handy tube, 
Del-a-tone Cream has no equal for complete 
removal of hair. Snow-white and pleasantly 
fragrant, it is far superior to such growth-en- 
couraging methods as shaving or pulling the 
hair out by the roots. 
, Del-a-tone Cream or Powder has 
Abeen the choice of fastidious wo- 
flmen for twenty years. Try it and 
r you, too, will be convinced that 
the Del-a-tone way is the modern 
way to remove hair. 

D E IL- A*TO N E 

Removes Hair 

Sold by dru$ and department stores, or sent prepaid 
in U. S. in plain wrapper $1.00. Money back if not 
satisfied. If you have never tried DEL-A-TONE, send 
coupon for ten cent package free, to Mils Mildred Hadley, 
The Delatone Cc.Dept. 136,721 N. Michigan Avenue, 
Chicago, Illinois. 
■ 

■ Miss Mitred Hadley, The Delatone Co., 
f Dept. 136, 721 N. Michigan Ave., 

■ Chicago, HI. 

* Please send :ne FREE, prepaid in plain wrapper, | 
J ten cent size I have checked herewith. 

■ DDel-a-tone Cream DDel-a-tonc (powder) 
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fall upon her. Her voice, to me, was 
hypnotic. Before we parted at the car 
line, she gave me her address, and per- 
mission to call upon her that night. 

That was the beginning of my intimacy 
with Dolores Ruiz, a fascinating young 
woman destined to play a part in my fu- 
ture. She was a dance-hall girl, working 
at one of the many such places that dotted 
Main and Spring Streets, near the post 
office. Working strictly on a commission 
basis, she was, of course, subject to any 
proposal, though not compelled to accept 
what did not appeal to her. Dolores, how- 
ever, was not at all averse to anything 
that promised sufficient remuneration, and 
accordingly her earnings were large. And 
that was my misfortune. 

IT was not long until I left my job at 
the shop. Dolores insisted and finally 
prevailed upon me to quit the job, telling 
me that she would never miss the small 
amount of money necessary to make up 
what I would lose in wages by giving up 
my work. "And your mother will never 
know," she said. 

But Mother did know. Indeed, it could 
not be otherwise, when I began to remain 
away from home night after night. I was 
not thinking of Mother and Dad at that 
time, though. Yet I sent them money — 
money that was given to me by Dolores — 
and 1 felt that I was doing my duty. My 
duty? Par Dios — what a fallacy! 

Idleness soon began to pall. The feel- 
ing of perfect contentment, which had been 
mine, was replaced by a desire to mix 
with the old gang — to do the things I had 
been wont to do before I went "over the 
road." A desire, in fact, to do all of 
those things which the terms of my parole 
said I could not and must not do. But 
what would it matter? Had I not al- 
ready broken my parole? Yet, the things 
I had done harmed no one except myself, 
perhaps. And I knew that as long as I 
kept out of any actual serious trouble I 
would not be declared a parole violator. 

All of these thoughts occurred to me. 
Meanwhile I ignored the small inner voice 
that cautioned me: "Be careful." I was 
young — a mere kid, you might say, and 
the years I had spent behind prison bars 
were a thing of the past, so it seemed at 
the time. But in those years I had 
dreamed of wild parties, of pretty girls. 
I had dreamed, too, of having some mys- 
terious source of income, and of spending 
money freely. I wanted to be called, as 
in the past, a "good fellow." Good fel- 
low? Sap is the proper term for anyone 
who would try to be a good fellow — at 
his own expense. And so all of my good 
intentions went wrong. 

I MET the old gang — did some of the 
things I had wanted to do, and, gen- 
erally, made a fool of myself. I imag- 
ined myself as perfectly happy for a short 
time, but my propensity for being a "good 
L'uy" increased my expenses alarmingly, and 
even Dolores' generosity in money matters 
failed to keep me supplied with all the 
coin necessary for me to hold up my 
end with the gang. I must have more 
money. Money ! money ! money ! — the 
words drummed in my ears. But I wanted 
to get this money by a gesture; not, cer- 
tainly, by any means that would involve 
hard work on my part. 



I got it. But the least said here the 
better of the means by which I did get it. 

I carried two guns — why, I do not know. 
Perhaps it was because I felt that with- 
out my "rods" I would be out of char- 
acter. Everyone in the gang carried guns, 
and for that reason, and no other, I too 
went "heeled." When I say "gang" in 
this sense, I mean only those persons with 
whom I associated in a friendly way at 
the time. We were not an organized gang 
— not any more than is any ordinary bunch 
of young fellows who hang out around 
cigar stores and pool halls. 

Even for this class, I was living fast and 
recklessly, and everything seemed to be 
going along nicely for me — too nicely, in 
fact — until that night on June 18th, when 
I again met Detective Sergeant George 
Hainor. 

•yOM FARLEY operated a bootlegging 
* joint on the east side of town. It was 
whispered among the wise ones that Tom 
could and would supply almost anything 
from "junk to jimmies," though as far as 
1 know personally he was a respectable 
"legger." I went to his place often, and 
nothing had ever happened. The bulls 
never bothered him and that suited me 
perfectly. This night, as I entered the 
house (Tom's place was a private resi- 
dence), Tom met me at the door. 

"Hello, Carl — how's 'tricks'?" was his 
greeting. After I had entered, he closed 
the door and motioned for me to enter one 
of the private rooms. "Got something to 
tell you," he said. 

In the room with the door closed, he 
faced me, and continued : "What's the mat- 
ter, Carl — are you 'hot'?" 

"Hot?" I echoed in surprise. "Why, 
no." 

"Hainor was in today and asked if I 
had seen you." 

"What'd you tell him?" I asked. 

"Nothin.' " He shrugged his shoulders. 
Then: "I told him I didn't know you. 
He tried to get tough an' told me I'd 
better play with him or he'd close me 
up." Tom laughed derisively. 

I did not reply immediately, my thoughts 
busy with the question of what to do to 
avoid a meeting with the officer. I knew 
the police could have nothing on me — noth- 
ing new. But I knew that should Sergeant 
Hainor find me in a bootlegger's place, he 
COilld, and probably would, have me sent 
back to Carcella Prison as a parole vio- 
lator. 

"Get me a bottle and I'll powder," I 
said to Tom. 

As he left the room, I sat in a chair 
facing the door, my thoughts busy with 
my problem. After what had happened 
four years before, and in view of the 
threats he had made against me at the 
county jail, the last man I cared about 
meeting was Detective Sergeant Hainor. 
My thoughts were interrupted by a shout 
from the hall. 

"Look out, Carl — the bulls!" 

Alarmed, I put my left hand on the 
back of the chair and started to rise, only 
to fall back as the door opened to admit — 
George Hainor, detective. A .38 police re- 
volver was clutched in his right hand and 
pointed straight at me. Keeping me cov- 
ered, the officer closed the door with his 
left hand and leaned against it. All the 



True Detective Mysteries 



67 



while he regarded me fixedly, a cynical 
smile playing about his lips — a smile that 
boded no good for me. 

"Well, Mex, you came back, didn't yuh?" 
lie snarled. "Yuh know what I told yuh 
the last time, yuh damn little greaser! 
Well, here's where yuh get yours and — 
right now!" 

THE hand with the pistol lifted sug- 
gestively. I closed my eyes. He 
laughed. 

"Yellow! An* they say yuh got guts — 
hell !" 

I was foolish, but I rose to the bait. 

"Sure, it's easy enough to talk about 
guts when you got the drop on a guy." 
And then, my temper making me forget 
all else except the insults of the other, I 
acted. "You want to go, do you?" I re- 
plied — "well, let's go, then!" and I went 
for the gun in the right-hand side pocket 
of my coat. The action drew my body in 
such a position that only my left side was 
exposed, and even as I turned, a shot rang 
out — and then another. My gun was in 
my hand, and I fired. Sergeant Hainor's 
eyes widened in hurt surprise, and his gun 
dropped from his hand as he crumpled to 
the floor. 

"Yuh got me!" he gasped, and then lay 
still. 

Por Diosf It had all happened so sud- 
denly and with no warning at all. Now 
what was to be done? I knew that de- 
tectives usually traveled in pairs, and I 
suspected that Sergeant Hainor's partner 
must be near. I heard a commotion in 
the hall, and looked around me for a 
means of escape. The window! I crossed 
the room quickly, raised the window and 
almost with just one motion I was stand- 
ing on the ground outside, and the win- 
dow came down easily under my pull. A 
searching glance around showed me that 
my movements were not being watched. 
So, pocketing my gun, I walked boldly out 
into the street — and away. 

JUAREZ, Mexico, is just south of El 
Paso, Texas, and across the Rio Grande. 
It is the liveliest border town in the South- 
west. I knew I could there find hustlers 
of every description, and particularly rum- 
runners and dope-smugglers. Mexico was 
right then involved in a revolution, and I 
reasoned that it would be a difficult mat- 
ter for the American authorities to arrange 
for my extradition, even if they were suc- 
cessful in their efforts to have me arrested. 
The United States had not, at that time, 
officially recognized the Obregon regime, 
and so I felt comparatively safe from 
arrest as I sat at a table in the Cinco dc 
Mayo dance hall and considered my posi- 
tion. I had been advised by a friend that 
the Wayburn police were playing a strong 
hunch that I was in Mexico, and it ap- 
pears that an operative from the Schloss 
Detective Agency had gone to Tia Juana 
on a "hot tip" to the effect that I had 
been seen in that border town on the same 
day. I cannot imagine why a private de- 
tective agency operative should have been 
interested, unless the "dead or alive" re- 
ward offer of $1,000 which had been posted 
for my apprehension, was the incentive that 
lured him to the hunt for Little Carl. 

Well, let them look for Little Carl in 
Tia Juana, if they wished. I would not 
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worry until someone suspected "Frankie 
Rogers," of Juarez, Mexico, as being other 
than lie appeared, for that was the name 
I was using right then. In the meantime, 
it was up to me to figure some way of 
fattening my hank roll. I had left Way- 
burn in something of a rush, and now I 
was nearly broke. Such were my thoughts 
when a woman's voice at my shoulder 
startled me: 

"Que hay, Chiquito!" I heard whispered 
in my ear. 

I turned to meet the laughing eyea of a 
black-haired dancing girl, wearing a 
brightly - colored, embroidered Spanish 
shawl that carelessly draped her rather 
slight but attractive figure. 

"Chiquito," I repeated. "That means 
little one/ doesn't it? But I am not as 
small as you are." 

She appeared to study me to. a moment 
and her brown eyes were steady, as her 
gaze met mine — and held. 

"Buy me a drink, amigo tnio," and 
without waiting for my invitation she 
seated herself opposite me and beckoned 
a waiter. I made no demur as she ordered 
tequila for two, but I thought of my de- 
pleted finances and squirmed inwardly. We 
sat there in silence until the drinks were 
brought and the waiter withdrew. The girl 
lifted her glass: "To you, my f ren,' " and 
we drank. 

"You do not remember Cuca?" Her 
question and the unusual name brought it 
all back to me. Cuca! Of course! 

F HAD met her only once before, and 
* that time, at the Dreamland dance hall 
in Wayburn, when Dolores had introduced 
us casually. She had been dressed differ- 
ently on that occasion, but now, as I ob- 
served her closely, I remembered. 

"Cuca? But no; I have never met you 
before. Surely I would not forget such a 
pretty girl." Maybe I could fool her, I 
tlx night. 

"Let us have another drink." was her 
answer. Another drink? And me with 
only two dollars? Not much! 

"Sorry, sister," I said; "I'm not a 
chump. But even so. I wouldn't mind buy- 
ing you several drinks, but the truth is — 
I'm broke." Her eyes widened in sur- 
prise, but she never hesitated: 

"Broke? Well, I am not, Chiquito," and 
her hand dove into the First National 
Stocking and came out with a roll of 
bills. "Here, Little Carl, it is yours." 

Little Carl ! I looked around the room 
to see if the name, if overheard by any- 
one, had aroused any interest. The news- 
papers had played it up enough in big head- 
lines. But no one, apparently, was pay- 
ing the slightest attention to us. The girl's 
hand on my arm caused me to turn back 
to her. 

"Do not be alarmed." She was speaking 
in Spanish now. "I am your friend and 
you can trust me. I know all about why 
the ruralcs are seeking you and I shall be 
discreet, Chiquito. In the meantime, I 
shall help you; for, was not Dolores also 
my friend?" 

The expression of deep concern on her 
face convinced me that she was sincere. 
And, anyway, she knew who I was and 
it would avail me nothing to refuse the 
proffered assistance. I took the money. 
We talked for several minutes longer and 



it was arranged that for the present, at 
least. I should stay with Cuca. It wa> 
further agreed that I was to remain at 
the Cinco de Mayo until Cuca was off 
duty. In the meantime I was to enjoy 
myself. 

"Perhaps, later, I may arrange a party 
for you, my Carlitos. It is early, now and 
in a little time the Americans will fill up 
the house, and then — quien sabe!" With 
an airy wave of her small hand she turned 
and left me. 

I sat there in lonely iniquity for perhaps 
two hours, and in that time I consumed 
the best part of a quart of tequila. If 
you have never imbibed tequila, you will 
not be able to appreciate that statement, 
but I can tell you that a quart of it will 
make a Belgian hare spit in the eye of a 
bulldog. However, I did not feel like 
fighting. I felt more like dancing, and 
so I was greatly pleased when Cuca ap- 
proached me with the suggestion that I 
join a party of Americans who had just 
arrived. It was an odd party of three 
women and two men, so it was natural 
that the invitation should be extended and 
that I should join the party. 

/^•UCA presented me simply as, "Senor 
V* Panchito Rojas." That was all, and 
the introduction served for all in the party. 

I had told Cuca that I was using the 
name "Frankie Rogers," or its Spanish 
equivalent, Panchito Rojas. I do not now 
recall the names of everyone in the party, 
but of the two men, one was called Harry 
and the other was "Dutch" Williams, an 
ex-con from Carcella Prison. I recog- 
nized him at once, but greeted him as 
an entire stranger. He shook hands cour- 
teously, though otherwise discreetly failed 
to give me a tumble. I thought he had 
failed to "make me," but in this I was 
mistaken, as I shall show later. Dutch 
was pretty shrewd, and a regular fellow. 

Of the three girls, one made a lasting 
impression on me. I shall not attempt to 
describe her here. Her picture appeared 
often enough in connection with my trial, 
and since that time she has received much 
adverse publicity and. coupled with her 
name, was that of an officer of police who 
was largely responsible for my arrest. 
However, I digress. 

The third girl of the party of pleasure 
seekers in the Citteo de Mayo dance hall 
that night w as Anna Gal lard, whom the 
newspapers later referred to as "the Ne- 
mesis of Little Carl." She had not yet 
married and her name then was, to me, 
unpronounceably Russian. 

Everyone of the party was pretty well 
"organized," so to speak, and it was only 
a few moments until I was established on 
that footing of complete friendliness which 
can only be reached in such a short time 
when congeniality is promoted by "the cup 
that cheers." 

I was much impressed with Anna and, 
though I would have welcomed an oppor- 
tunity to improve such an altogether de- 
sirable acquaintance, I saw her in Mexico 
but once after that night, and then only 
for a minute or so. Of another meeting 
with her in the United States, under far 
different circumstances, more will be said 
later. 

There was not much to do in the 
Cinco de Mayo but to dance and 
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drink — and we soon grew weary of danc- 
ing. It was Anna who suggested that we 
look over the El Callcjon Del Diablo dis- 
trict, and the rest of the party was just 
drunk enough to fall in with her sugges- 
tion. How we ever managed to avoid 
trouble that night is something that has 
puzzled me ever since. If there is a 
tougher, more hard-boiled district any- 
where in the world than was FA Callcjon 
Del Diablo at that time I have never heard 
of it. We paraded, drunkenly, through 
Courtesan Alley : we took in every gam- 
bling hell and dance hall in "The Street 
of the Devil/* and, finally, in the morning 
hours, our party broke up. The girls and 
Harry got into a taxi, and Dutch took 
me aside. 

"Where can I find you about noon to- 
morrow?" he whispered. "I want to see 
you alone." 

"Why?" I asked. I was still wary. 

"Oh, I 'made' you when we were intro- 
duced. Did not want to say anything then, 
but you need not be scared of me, Carl. 
How about it — where can I see you?" 

Regardless of the great amount of liquor 
he had partaken of, Dutch was far from 
being tight. He was a hustler, too, and 
as far as I knew, on the square. I de- 
cided to see him. 

"Go to the C in co dc Mayo and ask for 
Cuca. I will be there," I told him. 

"Fine! See you tomorrow," he said, and 
getting into the taxi with the others, he 
gave an order to the driver and I was 
alone. I turned my steps toward the 
Cinco dc Mayo — and Cuca. 

In the meantime the newspapers of the 
United States were giving much space to 
the killing of Sergeant Hainor. The Way- 
burn police were certain that I had done 
the shooting, and the search was on for 
Little Carl Aragon. One thousand dollars, 
dead or alive, was offered as a reward for 
my capture and, if the statement of Schloss, 
of the Schloss Detective Agency, is to be 
believed, the most active and relentless of 
all the officers who sought my hiding place 
was Chief <>i' Police Dwyer, <>f Waybunt 

It was said that Chief Dwyer traveled 
many thousands of miles on false clews 
furnished him from various sources. A 
man was arrested in Detroit — it was Little 
Carl. The much-sought Little Carl was 
arrested in this place and in that place, 
and all the while Little Carl was enjoy- 
ing himself in Juarez, Mexico. 

WAS it to be expected that I should 
be remorseful at that time? Was it 
strange that I could join wild parties, that 
I could laugh, drink and generally enjoy 
myself — with the shadow of the gallows 
over my head? The answer is, at that 
period I could not feel I had "murdered" 
anyone, and, as for being worried because 
I was wanted by the police — well, I had 
been wanted before, and that was no new 
thing to worry about. To be afraid, one 
must be imaginative. I was not imagina- 
tive. Perhaps one reason was, at that time 
I had but little education. Since then I 
have studied, and were I placed in the 
same position today, I think I would be 
rather shaky in the knees. But, on the 
other hand, knowing what I now know. 
I would not permit myself to be again 
placed in such a position. 
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Cuca was wonderful to me. I know 
enough of the world not to expect anyone 
to credit the statement that my relations 
with Cuca were strictly Platonic. How- 
ever, such was the case. She was just a 
real girl, ready and willing to help the 
friend of her friend. Dancing girl? Yes. 
Prostitute? Yes. But it is a fact that 
girls oi this class are usually the most 
generous, sympathetic and loyal friends of 
any in the underworld. There are many 
women of the underworld who are, though 
crooks, in every other way on the "up and 
up." It was because she was what she 
was that the Platonic friendship that we 
enjoyed was made possible, even though 
we lived together in one little room under 
the most intimate conditions. Cuca asked 
for nothing — and expected nothing. Her 
purse was open to me: her time and her 
energy were mine. For such girls as Cuca 
I have the most profound respect and 
admiration. 

The morning following my meeting with 
Anna Gallard and her party, I awoke with 
a morning-after headache that threatened 
to >plit my cranium at any moment. Cuca 
— little angel — produced a corpse-reviver of 
tequila, and got me in condition to keep 
my appointment at the Cinco de Mayo with 
Dutch Williams. Dutch was there when 
I entered the place, and motioned me to 
he seated. 

"Feelin' tough?" he grinned. 

"Ix>usy," I replied, and he laughed. 

"I ll buy — what'll it he?" 

"Tequila." I again replied. And, call- 
ing a waiter, Dutch gave the order. Dis- 
posing of what the waiter brought us, we 
got down to business. 



A Doctor Knows 
what is best 4*% 

for any 
Stomach ^Spfll 

Well-known authorities, famous in the 
medical world, have learned the certain 
relief for gas, "sour stomach" and similar 
gastric troubles. They say: 

"Calcium carbonate is the ideal anti- 
acid. It has no disturbing effect on the 
system, and is utterly safe in the hands of 
the patient. It is best used in the form of 
tablets." 

For the correction of "sour" stomach, 
and attendant ills, nothing equals Stuart's 
Tablets — just the right compound of 
calcium carbonate and other soothing 
substances — swift and certain in their 
relief, safe and harmless in their use. 

|Tull"b^"free~| 

j A regular 25c box. pocket size — ample to try | 
I thoroughly the benefit! of Stuart's Tablets — j 

will be sent you free, if you mail this coupon 

to Stuart Co., Marshall. Mich. 
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"\Y/KLL, you have raised plenty hell, 
" Buddy, but as long as you stick in 
Mexico you're sittin' pretty. In the mean- 
time, how are you going to get by?" and 
lu- regarded me fixedly. 

"Well " I began, and then hesitated, 

not knowing what to say. 

"Don't stall, Carl. You might be as 
innocent as a new-born babe, and all that 
stuff. I'm not interested in whether you 



"Artiste, Monsieur le President." I re- 
plied. 

The body «>t the court, composed of fa- 
mous actresses and beauties, swayed and 
giggled. President Gilbert frowned at 
them angrily. As I gave my evidence, 
there were, at times, murmurs of approval, 
astonishment, and anger from the Landru- 
ist party among the spectators in the 
court-room — all women! 

As I answered the questions of the 
Stirete-Generale, for the Prosecution, and 
of Maitre Moro-Giaffcri. for the Defense, 
i I glanced at my lover, who sat in the place 
reserved for prisoners. His great eyes 
were bent on me, and he seemed to be en- 
wrapped in the past — visualizing perhaps 
the year of happiness he and I had spent 
together. 

Presently it was all over, and I was 
allowed to leave the Court. I waited in 
an anteroom during all the twenty-two 
days of the long trial, receiving messages 



are guilty or are not guilty. You're a 
'loser' and that's enough to convict you if 
the bulls ever get you into Wayburn. 
What I want to know is this: Are you 
broke? 'Cause I got something good and 
you can come in if you care to." He 
waited suggestively. 

I thought for a moment before making 
any reply. 

"Well, I haven't got much dough," I 
conceded. "As for a racket — what can I 
do on this side of the line? I must keep 
pretty quiet as it is, with my mug smeared 
all over the front pages of nearly every 
newspaper in the United States." 

"You're pretty safe, I think, as long as 
you keep your nose clean. My racket will 
not require you to cross the River. I need 
someone I can trust to take care of the 
Spig side, and you speak the lingo. I can 
fix you up with some advance jack, too. 
W hat d'ye say — want in?" Dutch was a 
good salesman. 

"Well, let's hear it." I conceded that 
much. 

Dutch outlined his proposition, and I 
was at once impressed with the possibili- 
ties of the plan as he told it. I would 
have nothing to do except meet certain 
Mexicans and arrange for the sale of 
Dutch's commodity. That is as far as 
I can go with my disclosures of this affair 
at this point. However, remembering that 
Mexico was then in the midst of a revolu- 
tion, the reader is invited to draw his own 
conclusions. 

After discussing the matter at length, I 
gave my consent, and Dutch gave me an 
advance of five hundred dollars. We then 
got down to the specific details, and laid 
our plans. 

Carl Aragon little realizes what is 
just ahead of him. He is "in for it" — 
and doesn't know it. In next month's 
True Detective Mysteries will ap- 
pear the account of his hair-raising ex- 
periences in trying to evade the des- 
perate attempts made by the American 
detectives to kidnap him and take him 
back to the United States for trial. 
Every line is full of action. In the 
July issue, on the newsstands June 15th. 



from Landru's counsel as to the progress 
of the case. 

Then came the verdict. 

"Landru is guilty! He must die under 
the guillotine!" 

I received the news of the sentence 
calmly, for I had expected it. I returned 
at once to Paris. There followed the 
terrible days between the sentence and its 
carrying out. The Court of Cassation re- 
fused the appeal, and the President of the 
Republic declined to interfere. I was al- 
lowed to see Landru once, and he insisted 
vehemently that I was innocent of ac- 
knowledge of his crimes — forgetting, per- 
haps, that he had asked me to look for and 
destroy human bones. 

The day for the execution approached. 
I was given a permit to be present. At 
first, I determined not to go, but a desire 
to see my lover during his last moments 
of life overcame this decision, and I de- 
cided to attend. On the day before the 



How Landru Was Tracked to His Doom 
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execution, Landru's last letter to me ar- 
rived. Let me quote a few passages 
from it: 

My beautiful I'ernande. — I write you 
now. when the hours of my life are fleet- 
ing like the moments we spent together 
during our long friendship. You arc the 
only girl that I have ever loved, and all 
that has been said about me are lies. 

Do you, via petite, consider that I. your 
Lucien, could be guilty of the ghastly 
crimes that I am charged with ? I tell you 
that when La Mtrc releases me from this 
life tomorrow at dawn — then shall my 
spirit trouble those who have sent me to 
my doom ! 

Remember always, if you love me. that 
your Lucien was guiltless of the things 
they have said about him. 

When I face my ordeal tomorrow, it 
will be with the memory of your last kiss 
on my lips. 

Your devoted lover. 

Lucien. 

That was the last letter that Landru 
wrote on this earth. 

Late the night before the execution, I 
chartered a motor-car to take me out to 
the doors of the Prison Saint- Pierre, at 
Versailles, outside of which Bluebeard 
Landru was to be publicly executed. I 
arrived at three o'clock in the morning — 
and 1 was not the first to reach there. 
Montmartre and all the fashionable clubs 
and cabarets had been emptied of their 
crowds — the one great spectacle of that 
night and dawn was the cutting-ofT of the 
head of the great love-murderer! 

As I descended from my car, the neigh- 
borhood was filled with luxurious autos. 
Women in evening dress and fur capes 
huddled back on silken cushions, and here 
and there a party had brought a case of 
champagne with them and were whiling 
away the hours in merry fashion. Jour- 
nalists, photographers, and a large ple- 
beian crowd huddled behind the line of 
soldiers with fixed bayonets, and the 
squad of mounted policemen. 

It was a quiet, starry night. A little 
after four, the sinister instrument of ex- 
ecution arrived, drawn by two powerful 
horses. Soon M. Diebler and his assistant, 
the official executioners, appeared through 
the prison gates, and busied themselves 
with l.a Mere (the guillotine), which had 
been halted just outside the prison. 

A few minutes later a large car came 
roaring up with much noire, and a figure I 
recognized descended — it was Maitre 
Moro-Giafferi, Landru's azocat. 

Seeing me, he hurried over and took my 
hand, whispering a few words of consola- 
tion. 

The dawn began to break in the east. 
Some activity became noticeable inside the 
prison itself. 

LET me now describe the scene in the 
* condemned man's cell, as told me by 
Maitre Moro-Giafferi, who was present 
with other officials. 

The priest arrived early, and, going into 
a small room, prepared a portable altar 
for the short mass to be conducted for the 
condemned man. 

At exactly five-twenty-five, the magis- 
trates entered the death-cell. Landru was 
asleep. M. Beguin, one of the officials, 
placed his hand on the shoulder of the 
sleeping murderer, who was to die within 
a few minutes, and said in a low voice the 
stereotyped phrase: 
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"You've Never Looked 
So Stunning" 

"Everyone at the party was admiring your 
dress and saying they had never seen you look 
so yountf and pretty. You've no idea how 
you've changed in the last few months." 

You. too. can know the happiness of pretty clothes. 
Right at home In spare time, through the Woman's Insti- 
tute, you ran learn to make all your own clothes ami hats 
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Secretly and Quickly Removed I 

'V r OU can banish those annoying, 
A embarrassing freckles, quickly 
and surely, in the privacy of your 
own boudoir. Your friends will won- 
der how you did it. 

Stillman's Freckle Cream bleaches 
them out while you sleep. Leaves the 
skin soft and white, the complexion 
fresh, clear and transparent, the face 
rejuvenated with new beauty of 
natural coloring. 

The first Jar proves its magic worth. 
Results guaranteed, or money re- 
funded. At all druggists, 50c and $1. 

Stillman's 
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Removes T Whitens 
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The Stillman Co., 20 Rosemary Lane. Aurora, 

| Send me your FREE make-up booklet. 
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Touch a Corn 

With this amazing liquid 

Acts like an anaesthetic 
Stops pain in 3 seconds 

INSTANTLY and at once, you can wear 
tight shoes, dance, walk in comfort. Then 
soon the corn or callus shrivels up and 

loosens. 

You peel it off with your finqers like dead 
skin. No more dangerous paring. 

Professional dancers by the score use this 
remarkable method. Acts instantly, like a 
local anaesthetic. Doctors approve it. Re- 
moves the whole corn, besides stopping pain 
at once. » 

Ask your druggist for "GetS-It." Satisfac- 
tion guaranteed. Works alike on any corn 
or callus — old or new. hard or soft. 



"I lave courage !" 

Landru awoke, and looked around. 
Then realization coming to him. he rose 
to his feet, showing no fear or weakness, 
but only surprised contempt, and perhaps 
some peevishness at having been awakened 
from a fitful slumber. 

"Don't worry," he said, with a sneering 
smile. "I shall have courage." 

Among all those present, Landru ap- 
peared most unconcerned at the tragic situ- 
ation. He was most certainly not the 
palest or the most nervous. 

Turning to Maitre Moro-GiafTeri, Lan- 
dru said, "Maitre, I thank you. I have 
given you a lot of trouble. I gave you a 
very difficult case — let me say it . . . des- 
perate! However, it is not the first time 
that an innoeent man has been con- 
demned!" 

After this, Landru, who had been 
brought his own clothing and papers, 
dressed quickly. Then, gathering together 
the mass of papers, he tore them into little 
pieces, and threw them into a corner of 
the cell. 

"Landru, have you a confession to 
make?" asked the Deputy Advocate-Gen- 
eral, who was among the officials. 

"None," replied the condemned man. "I 
consider the question an insult — since I am 
innoeent. Yes. I maintain it — I am inno- 
cent !" 

jLandru refused the glass of rum that 
was ottered him, and took his place in the 
procession. 

"And now," he said, "I don't want to 
keep these gentlemen waiting." He bowed 
to the rest of the officials. 

Tl I K gates of the prison swung open, 
and Landru appeared between his 
guards. 

"Here he is!" went Up the cry. 

Like an actor appearing on a stage be- 
fore a large audience, Henri Desire Lan- 
dru bowed. His neck was bare — his shirt 



collar pulled open. At his request, his 
beard had not been cut off. 

On being bound, he said quietly, ' Don't 
tie me so hard !" 

These were his last spoken words. 

He was brave but pale — holding himself 
tense like a man about to undergo an 
awful ordeal. 

L his sweetheart, tried vainly to catch 
his eye. I waved — but he did not see me. 
He was marched toward the guillotine 
itself. 

He was seized and thrown on the ba- 
sarde, but the thin Landru was so light 
that in spite of a rough push, the weight 
of his body did not make the apparatus 
work automatically. Only a second's de- 
lay, however — the executioner, Diebler, 
pulled the handle . . . the knife fell . . . the 
crowd drew in its breath with a concerted 
hiss. 

Silence reigned for several seconds. A 
woman shrieked hysterically and fainted. 
I clutched at my own throat. 

That sound — that terrible sound — of the 
heavy, cutting knife had cut my soul in 
two. I felt numb and sick. . . . 

The executioners rushed away the bas- 
ket, shining with new tar — the mounted 
police closed round the guillotine. . . . 

L* Affaire Landru was finished! 

SOME days later a Society paragraph in 
Lc Temps caught my eye. It read : 

M. Millerand, President of the Re- 
public, having an official holiday at 
kambouillet, left the Chateau with 
Miles. Alice and Marthc, his daugh- 
ters, and went to view the Villa Trie, 
at Gambais. 

Perhaps the soul of Landru floated 
above them, on the wind ! 

Xow, as I look hack on it, I think it 
all was Fate. That is a comforting 
thought anyhow, to believe it could not 
have been avoided. 
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"Go over there in that old chair, and 
take a rest," one of them said pleasantly 
to Cunningham. "No, you had better squat 
right there in the corner of the car, where 
you will be out of the way. See that you 
are quiet. 1 don't think that you want to 

be smoked off." 

The clerk, realizing his helplessness, 
obeyed orders, and the robber stood guard 
over him. with a loosely swinging six- 
shooter in his hand. 

With sledges, and iron wedges, the big 
iron strong-box was soon opened. Sack 
after sack of the twenty-dollar, freshly- 
minted gold pieces were taken from the 
"robber-proof safe," which was supposed 
to be proof against just such an attack. 
But the Wells-Fargo Company had not 
reckoned with this hand of men, who had 
been miners, and expert craftsmen, in their 
earlier days. 

Cunningham said afterwards that the 
bandits, talking among themselves, said 
that they hoped the Wells-Fargo would get 
a safe that would require at least a bit of 
skilled work, in order to open it — that this 
one was easy to get inside oi ; t > a grain 
sack. 



The outlaws even took time to check 
over the sacks, noting the amounts con- 
tained, and then asked the messenger it 
$41,000 was correct. He admitted that it 
was. Other valuables in the safe had not 
been molested. 

Rut Davis was not satisfied — he had 
expected the shipment to be greater. So, 
he forced Cunningham to show him tin 
records, and he carefully checked the 
amount with the shipping bills. 

"I just wanted to be sure that we were 
taking all the gold coin that the Wells- 
Fargo Company is responsible for on this 
trip," Davis said. 

"Throw the sacks out the door, men — 
follow orders to the letter," he went on. 
"Mister Messenger, I want to thank you 
for not giving us any trouble with this 
little job. Of course, it would have been 
very bad for us all. if we had been forced 
to kill you — and that is what would have 
happened to you, if you had not had sense 
enough to know when you were muzzled 
and helpless. Good night — and tell the 
Wells-Fargo that we will soon make an- 
other nice collection — that is, whenever 
(Continued on page 74) 
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WEEKLY IN 
SPARE TIME! 

Men, here is a wonder — the most sen 
sational invention of the agel If you're 
looking for a rui>id lire seller— aa Item that nets you 
100% profit— an Item that sells itself to 7 out of 10 
men on demonstration — 1'vo Kot it in Ve-Po-Ad. tho 
amazing new vt-st pocket addinB ma» ! 

Sells for $2.95— You Make $1.65 

This most remarkable invention does all the work of 
a $300 adding machine, yet m< tho vest pocket and sell* 
for only $2.05! It sells on siidit to storekeepers, busi- 
ness men. and everyone who uses figures— and nakea foa 
nm loOTr profit on every sale! V.-Po-Ad does any 
kind of figuring in a jiffy, yet weighs but 4 oz. Counts 
up to a billion. Shows total risible at all tirn. s. I'. r- 
feetly accurate, lightning fast. Never makes a mistake 
or gets out of order. Over 100.000 in daily use I 

Get Your Machine FREE 

Live wire salesmen are dropping everything else and 
flocking to le-Po-Ad. Ve-Po-Ac! taring! them quick 
money and lots of it. Shapiro out in California made 
$475 in one week! You can "clean up" tool Only 10 
sales a day in spare time will bring YOU over $!i5.no 
a week! \on need no previous sales experience— Ve- 
Po-Ad sella itself! If you are r.allv interested in earn- 
ing a steady, substantial income, write at once for full 
gg«S» Ofmr MONEY-MAKING PLAN and FREE VE- 
PO-AD given to new Agents. Do it NOW— TODAY! 

C. M. CLEARY. Dept. 616 

184 W. WASHINGTON ST. CHICAGO. ILL* 
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Want some money? Why not wear the 
wonderful new Lingerie V" chain and 
show others in your communit> r Many 
earn $5 to $15 daily in delightful easy 
way. Y<ju do not need experience. 

FREE PERFUMETTE OFFER 
This is a lovely bit of jewelry 
women buy eagerly. St ops discom- 
fort of slipping shoulder straps! 

Will not tear fabric! Prrfiimctte style is 
marvelous new patented way tr>uae p«r- 
fame. Write for full information and 
Free Pert umette offer. No obligation. 
LINGERIE "V" COMPANY 
t>6 Oak, North Windham, Conn. 
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Hair Darkening? 

— use this special shampoo 

tdLONDE hair is of such delicate texture that 
ordinary shampoos are very apt to dull its lustre, 
darken its color. Blondex, the special shampoo 
for blondes only, keeps hair light and lovely, 
brings back the glint and sparkle to dull, faded 
hair. Not a dye. No harsh chemicals. Fine 
for scalp. Over a million users. At all good drag 
and department stores. 



they have enough gold coin or bullion on 
their hands, to make it interesting for us." 

The last of the money bags were passed 
out into the whirling snow, to the con- 
federates at the door. Then the inside 
nun. aitcr cautioning Cunningham to re- 
main quiet until the hind end of the train 
arrived, jumped from the car, closed it 
from the outside, and were almost instantly 
lost to view in the storm. 

IN the meantime, the conductor had 
waited for several minutes, and then 
decided to investigate. He started for the 
front end of the train, to find the reason 
for the delay. Through the blinding snow, 
he and one of the brakemen walked toward 
where the engine and baggage-car should 
have been. They were dumbfounded at 
their discovery. The conductor made out 
landmarks along the track that told him 
he was about two miles from Hot Springs. 

"Something is sure wrong," he said to 
the brakeman. "We will loosen up the 
brakes, and drop down slowly until we 
come to the engineer. I'll go on the front 
end, and you take the brakes in the middle 
of the train. Tell Jake to grind up on the 
last coach, if you feel me sliding the 
wheels. This grade is pretty steep, and 
we will have to be careful that the train 
doesn't get away from us. Wish this 
storm was over ; then we could see ahead 
a bit, and not smash into anything, if 
something lias gone wrong. The coupling- 
link is all right, but the pin is gone. That 
makes me think that the train did not 
break in two. Doggone such a night — 
and we were almost within reach of Reno, 
where we get our supper!" 

A few moments later the dinky train 
began to move along, controlled by the 
winding and unwinding of the gear that 
was connected with the miniature brake- 
beams. Soon the conductor saw dancing 
tights through the murk, and knew he was 
Hearing the stalled front end of the train. 

It was about ten o'clock when the 
coaches caught up with the baggage-car 
and engine. 

The engineer and firemen were busy re- 
moving the great pile of ties from the 
track. They were using all sorts of lan- 
guage. The fact that the ties were criss- 
crossed, and difficult to handle, made the 
engine crew all the more touchy. 

Then the conductor came running up, 
and asked angrily and profanely for an 
explanation. The engineer's reply was 
more vigorous than explanatory. After a 
moment, however, the realization came 
suddenly to the conductor that the first 
train robbery had been committed. 

He was aghast when the baggage-man 
told him that a masked band of perfectly 
drilled and very competent highwaymen 
had smashed into the Wells-Fargo safe, 
and had taken $41,000 in gold coin. 

The entire crew worked like Trojans, 
and soon had the barricade removed. 
During all the excitement, the mail-clerk 
had never heard a sound that would indi- 
cate anything unusual, and knew nothing 
of the stick-up until he was told the story 
by the crew when they arrived in Reno, at 
eleven o'clock ! 

AS soon as the Wells-Fargo agent at 
Reno received the report made by the 
conductor of the robbed train, he tele- 



graphed the facts to the banks and to the 
Wells-Fargo agent at Virginia City. 
Then a message was sent to the Sheriff, 
at Washoe City, the county-seat. Tele- 
graph messages in those days were re- 
ceived by means of a "register," a machine 
that recorded the dots and dashes of the 
Morse Code on narrow rolls of white 
paper. There were very few "receiving" 
operators ; that is, men who could read 
the code from the sound. 

The sheriff at Washoe City was 
Charley Pegge. The telegram about the 
robbery did not reach him until noon of 
the following day. Furthermore, it con- 
tained the incorrect statement that the 
train had been held up between Ycrdi and 
the town of Truckee, and that the robbers 
had taken to the hills southward from 
where the hold-up occurred. 

Without organizing a posse, Pegge and 
Under- Sheriff James H. Kinkead imme- 
diately saddled their horses and started 
out to cover the passes and trails leading 
out of the section mentioned, which was 
miles from the actual scene of the crime. 
The two . men circled, and cut all the 
known trails in that region. The molds of 
imprints on the old snow, covered by the 
new fall, were easy for these experienced 
men of the open to read — but they found 
no footprints of men or horses. The new 
snow was as smooth as uncut snow could 
be, and nothing showed except the tracks 
of wild animals — bobcats, mountain lions, 
and the small fur bearers. They combed 
every bit of ground for many weary miles 
of heart-breaking travel. 

When the men returned to their office 
the next morning, they found other tele- 
grams explaining in detail where the rob- 
bery had occurred. They were also noti- 
fied that rewards totaling $30,000 were 
offered by W r clls-Fargo, the State of 
Nevada, and Washoe County, for the rob- 
bers, dead or alive. 

The story of this first train robbery 
created a furore all over the United 
States. Eastern newspapers ran column 
after column about it. The press in Eng- 
land and Continental Europe was filled 
with the details of the crime. Staid peri- 
odicals departed from their dignified tra- 
ditions, and gave space to the daring of 
the outlaws, and stressed the loss sustained 
by the Wells-Fargo. 

JIM KIXKEAD was twenty-seven years 
of age — a retiring, quiet, close-mouthed 
young man. He had a broad brow and 
magnificent head. The blue of his eyes, 
in repose, was the blue of Nevada skies — 
but those same eyes, under stress, would 
become the blue of a gun-barrel in the 
sunshine. He was a gentle man — a lover 
of the outdoors and of animals. He 
weighed only one hundred and forty 
pounds, but that weight was all lynx cat 
when in action. 

Truly, Kinkead belonged to the high 
hills, as much as the wild things of the 
vast, uninhabited places. He had unusual 
courage, and was a natural detective. At 
that time there was no such thing as a 
stool-pigeon. An officer had to be a man 
of substance. He had to have "guts" and 
extraordinary cunning, to meet the army 
of bad men who thronged the frontier. 

In later years Kinkead said that he al- 
ways imagined himself in the exact place 
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and under the same circumstances as the men 
he was trying to track down. As a real, 
honcst-to-goodness detective, he was a 
genius, and would have been internationally 
known, if he had but followed his natural 
bent for unraveling crime mysteries. 

There is no tribute too great to pay to 
him. His achievements in Nevada stand 
as an everlasting monument to his mem- 
ory. He was a perfect officer of the 
commonwealth, and it was undoubtedly due 
to his aggressiveness in pursuit of crimi- 
nals that the sections policed by him — 
places where tragedy stalked, and nu n s 
lives were as a puff of wind — were made 
safe. The story that follows reads like 
melodrama, and if the facts were not so 
well established on the records, the yarn 
would certainly appear like Wild WeSfl 
fiction. 

SADDLE-WORN T and tired, Kinkead 
unit into the Sheriff's office a short 
time after returning from his fruitless 
search to the south. There was deter- 
mination written on his face. The glitter 
of the "Dead or Alive" rewards did not 
appeal to him. It was the man-hunt and 
capture that interested him. 

"Sheriff, I want to go after these rob- 
bers myself," he said. "I will ride over 
to where they held up that train, and poke 
around for indications that may lead to 
something definite. It's only twenty or 
thirty miles to Hot Springs, and as the 
storm is letting up and the snow is melting 
in the valleys, there will at least be a 
chance to find footprints. 

*'In some ways." Kinkead went on, 
slowly, "this job looks like the work of 
Jack Davis, who has been smart enough 
to evade conviction so far. I've always 
thought he was the real leader of the road- 
agents that have pestered the roads leading 
into Virginia City for the past few years. 
Since the railroads came through, he has 
not been active, and from what I hear, he 
is broke again. His old crowd have been 
making their headquarters out at Antelope 
Station. I might take a look over in that 
direction, too." 

" \11 right, Jim," the Sheriff told him. 
"I hate to see you go by yourself, although 
you have always worked alone, and have 
invariably been successful. If the job was 
done by Davis and his gang, you are 
taking your life in your hands when you 
try to bring them in. Of course, you are 
fast with a six-shooter — but so is Davis. 
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Be careful, and if you need any help, find 
some way to get word to me, and I will 
swear in a posse, and get to you a-gal- 
loptng." 

By the time Kinkead reached Hot 
Springs, it was well into the gray of the 
wintry evening. Making camp in the 
grove of cotton woods, he unsaddled, built 
a shelter for lii^ mount, nave him a good 
feed of main, and then rolled himself in 
his blankets. 

With the first dull lights of the morn- 
ing, Kinkead cleared away the snow and 
started a fire to cook his meager break- 
fast. A few supplies were made to go a 
long way in those days of hard riding and 
dangerous travel. Within a few minutes 
he was on horseback, ready for the day's 
work. 

Taking care of his mount, he began to 
> lowly circle about. The sun came up. and 
the fleecy -light snow from the recent 
storm melted rapidly, leaving the ends of 
the ties bare along the railroad. He 
circled, and circled. There were no signs 
to show where any horses had been tied 
Up — in fact, he could find no indication 
that any saddle-stock had been used by the 
gang of robbers in making their getaway! 

HE was about to give up. Then the 
natural instinct of the man-hunter 
came to the fore He traveled the ties 
for a short distance west. On one of 
them, where a bit of snow remained, he 
saw the imprint of a high-heeled boot. 
Further on. he found other tracks. 

"Well, now I have something to fol- 
low!" he said to himself. " These heel- 
marks were made by fancy dressers. I 
bet the bandits were gamblers ; perhaps 
Jack Davis himself was one of them." 

He could make out the footprints of 
four men who started west. One of them 
wore brogans. 

Figuring that the other members of the 
gang must have headed for Reno or the 
Comstock — likewise on foot — he turned 
back, and covered the old saddle-trail that 
followed close along the banks of the 
Truckec River. He was rewarded by 
finding a regular beaten path, lie followed 
it down as far a^ Mayberry Bridge, a 
matter of a couple of miles. 

Crossing the Truckec River, he saw that 
the tracks turned sharply to the right, up 

close along the Stream, and into the dense 
growth, where there were marry great 
boulders. Later he found the place where 
the robbers had taken the main road, 
heading for Reno. 

Kinkead knew that $41,000 in gold was 
too heavy to pack for any distance with- 
out animals. So, he set out to find the 
place where the loot was cached. 

"If I were one of the bandits, where 
would I hide the money?" he asked him- 
self. And the answer came to him 
promptly: "Why, in one of the many 
deserted prospecting tunnels along the 
Peavine Mountains and foot-hills. The 
cache is not far away — that's certain." 

Then he remembered that a short tunnel 
had been driven in the granite monolith at 
Hot Springs by some old-timer. It was 
only a few hundred yards from the scene 
of the hold-up. That would be the logical 
place to hide the gold! 

It still seemed likely to the officer that 
the job had been planned and executed by 
Davis, but he did not understand how it 



happened that the resourceful and brainy 
leader had failed to have horses ready for 
his men. 

"There sure was a hitch somewhere, " 
Kinkead thought. "I bet that the outlaws 
who were to have the horses on hand, for 
the escape into the hills, misunderstood 
orders, or were confused as to the hour 
they were to be here — or else they figured 
that the robbery would not be pulled off 
in the heavy storm that was raging." 

HE rode back to Hot Springs, dis- 
mounted, and walked toward the mini- 
ature mountain. The tunnel was on the 
north side, where the new snow still lay 
smoothly over everything. Sure enough, 
he easily read signs that showed conclu- 
sively that several men in high-heeled boots 
had passed that way. 

With drawn gun. Kinkead peeked into 
the tunnel. At first, he saw only a tumbled 
pile of debris, old sacks, rusty tools, and 
bits of hoard. Candle drippings spotted 
the bottom and sides. Then his trained 
eye caughl sight of footprints in the accu- 
mulated dust ! 

The dazzling sunlight on the snow out- 
side intensified the contrast within. 
Under the heaped clutter, he found what 
he took to be the greater part of the 
stolen gold. Without disturbing the 
cache, he went outside again, and after 
long and careful scrutiny of the surround- 
ing country, to see that there were no on- 
lookers, he removed the fortune in "yellow 
boys," carrying them to a crevice a few 
feet from the portal of the tunnel. He 
pulled the sage-brush over the sacks, com- 
pletely hiding the money. 

Returning to the tunnel, he made the 
cache appear as he found it. With a bit 
of sage-brush, he erased his tracks to 
where he had put the plunder, care full > 
dusted out his footprints in the tunnel, 
and. walking backwards, brushed Snom 
into the tracks that he had made in ap- 
proaching the tunnel. 

These precautions were sufficient to 
safeguard the gold, he thought. It was 
not likely that the outlaws would return 
to thai vicinity until they thought the hunt 
for them was over. 

Kinkead was now ready to take up the 
trail of the four men who had walked 
along the railroad. Without additional 
grub, or feed for his horse, he started on 
the long, hard task. He had that uncanny 
sense of knowledge, and of perfect direc- 
tion, that comes with long hours of deep 
study, when alone in an unbroken solitude. 

Most of the snow from the recent storm 
had been melted by the thaw, hut on the 
north side of the track it had not gone so 
fast. Here and there, along the way. the 
imprints of the high -heeled boots showed 
clearly. 

W hen Kinkead was within a few rods 
of the bridge across Truckee River, where 
the bandits had cut the passenger-coaches 
loose from the engine and the baggage- 
car, he saw that the footprints left the 
railroad and crossed to the main wagon 
road, which led to the high cross-over^ 
of the Sierra Nevada Mountains and on 
into California. Xo freight teams had 
passed over this road since the snow. 

Leading his horse, the officer walked 
steadily on. always keenly watching the 
tracks made by the three men with the 
fancv boots and the man with the bro- 



gans. It was no easy job. But Kinkead 
had the keen eye of the outdoors man; no 
disturbance in snow or soil deceived his 
unerring instinct. 

THHE tracks became a bit more distinct, 
A as the hunter of men entered the rough, 
narrow freighting-road that led up Dog 
Valley Creek, thence over Dog Valley 
Summit, and down into the next valley, 
through which Sardine Creek runs. This 
trip was a heart-breaking journey at any 
time of year. 

There was an overland road-house on 
Sardine Creek, called the Sardine Hotel, 
and Kinkead stopped there for the night. 

A pioneer woman, whose name has long 
ago been forgotten, was in charge of the 
place. After she had made a meal for the 
tired and hungry officer, she told him, in 
answer to a query, that two nights pre- 
vious, four men had arrived on foot. 
Three of them wore the clothing and the 
high-heeled boots of prosperous gamblers. 
They were too tired to eat even, and had 
gone to bed immediately. The three fancy 
fellows had started up Sardine Creek the 
next morning, without saying where they 
were headed for. The other man had 
been still in bed when they left. 

"James Burke, heading a party of hunt- 
ers, arrived along about nine o'clock, from 
Truckee." she volunteered. "The fellow 
that had come with the three gamblers 
heard them, and I guess he thought it was 
a posse after him. He dressed, and made 
for the brush. But Burke, who had heard 
« f the train robbery, stopped the man, and 
herded him back here to the house, and 
has him under guard up-stairs. Burke is 
not an officer, but he took a chance that 
the fellow might be one of the outlaws." 

Kinkead found Burke on his way to the 
timber, after deer. He called him back, 
and told him what he was after. They 
interviewed the prisoner, who proved to 
be a miner from Virginia City. Kinkead 
asked Burke to take the badly frightened 
young fellow on to Truckee, and turn him 
over to the officers there. 

The woman proprietor gave a detailed 
description of the three "fine-looking" 
gamblers, and Kinkead was able to iden- 
tify them as the "Three Jacks" — Jack- 
Davis, the king-pin road-agent, and his 
two lieutenants. Jack Squires and Jack 
Parsons. 

He knew then that he had a hard job 
ahead of him. Each of these outlaws 
v as a wizard with either a six-shooter or 
a Derringer, and all three were ambidex- 
trous in the use of firearms. 

Squires had been known to kill. The 
other two men had never been charged 
with "undue" murders. They were dandies 
of the period — soft-spoken individuals, 
who never brawled or showed by word 
or deed their calling. But they were 
known as men whom it was best to leave 
absolutely and entirely alone, at all times 
and under all conditions! Squires was 
wanted by officers at Virginia City, the 
county-seat of Storey County, for stage 
robbery. It was well known, of course, 
that his hang-out was at Antelope. But 
the officers did not want him bad enough 
to make a pilgrimage into that nest of bad 
men. 

IN the morning Under- Sheriff Kinkead 
* rode through the desolate stretch of 
country, north to the head of Sardine 
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Creek, through drifts and across mill- 
tail, swift mountain streams. He crossed 
three divides, through unbroken primal 
timber. Deer were flushed from where 
they were feeding on the small-growth 
fir-tips. Civet-cats ran to their hide-outs. 
Pine marten scampered up into their hid- 
ing-places in hollow stumps, their little 
heads peeking out with curiosity. The 
mountain bluejays squawked their discor- 
dant cries. 

The tracks showed that the men had 
rested frequently, and had taken turns at 
breaking the trail through the snow. 

Topping the last divide, Kinkead was 
relieved to see the great valley of Sierra, 
far down, though still many miles away, 
across the unbroken, white expanse. 

For three days and nights, with little 
sleep, but with indomitable will, he had 
followed his quarry. At ten o'clock on the 
third night he reached the valley, where 
there were a few scattered ranches. He 
hammered and yelled at a ranch house, 
awakened the folks, and inquired the di- 
rection to Loyalton. 

After a much-needed rest for himself 
and mount, he asked that one of the men 
guide him on his way, as this part of 
California was new ground to him. Hut 
when he told of the hold-up and admitted 
that he was after the robbers, the rancher 
refused, saying he had not seen any train 
robbers and would have nothing to do 
with helping the officer. 

A neighbor's boy came to the ranch 
early. He consented to guide the officer — 
after a good deal of coaxing, and the offer 
of a ten-dollar gold piece — with the un- 
derstanding that he was to turn back, after 
having pointed out the landmarks from 
the top of the first divide, some miles 
away. They mounted, and the little chap 
kept his promise. 

Kinkead arrived on the outskirts of 
Loyalton in the grim, quiet gray of the 
early winter morning. 

There was but one hotel. He roused 
the owner, just as dawn broke. In the 
quiet of the barroom he made careful in- 
quiries. 

The proprietor, after hearing the de- 
scription of the men Kinkead was after, 
gave him some misleading information, 
but admitted that a man who had arrived 
the night before, appeared to be very tired 
and trail- worn. Kinkead asked the pro- 
prietor to show him the room where this 
man was quartered. 

"Listen, officer, I object to your looking 
through the rooms — and I will not show 
you the room where that man is sleeping. 
So, anything that you decide to do, I know 
nothing about. I have to go out, and take 
care of the stock in the barn. If outlaws 
even thought that I would assist an offi- 
cer, I would not be on earth very long." 

KINKEAD then started over the house. 
His noiselessness was like that of one 
of the great cats. He was armed with .45 



Colt revolvers, and had a heavy Sharpe's 
rifle, which he carried at the alert. 

The door of one room was braced shut 
from the inside, and through the small 
crack Kinkead could see that a home- 
made chair was tilted up under the wood- 
en knob. As carefully, quietly, and pains- 
takingly as an Indian, the officer worked 
his Howie knife through the crack, be- 
tween the door and jamb, and for a half 
hour diligently and silently pried the chair 
from under the cleat. Then he entered the 
room. 

The man was sound asleep, dead to the 
world after the hardship of breaking trail 
across miles and miles of snow and 
streams and rugged mountains — in an ef- 
fort to gain sanctuary and to be free from 
suspicion in connection with the train rob- 
bery. 

With gliding stealth, Kinkead reached 
the head of the bunk and removed two 
six-shooters from under the coats that 
were used for a pillow. 

On the floor, beside the bed, was a pair 
of boots with high heels. The officer took 
time to make measurements — and they 
checked with one of the boot-marks that 
he had followed! 

The clothing indicated that the man was 
one of the fancy gamblers who frequented 
the big gambling-places throughout the 
zone radiating from Virginia City. Kin- 
kead could not see his face, as it was 
turned toward the wall. He then searched 
the sleeper's clothing and found quite a 
stake in freshly minted golden double 
eagles. The sack holding the money was 
the same as had been taken from the 
Wells-Fargo strong-box. 

The officer was all set for anything that 
might happen when he aroused the man 
to place him under arrest and put the 
handcuffs on him. He was almost con- 
vinced that he had Jack Davis himself to 
deal with, or perhaps Jack Par>on< or 
Jack Squires — all three were tigers in a 
fight of any kind. These three men were 
known on the frontier as 'Three Jacks, 
that no other hand could fill." 

Tense, crouching, legs well apart. Kin- 
kead touched the sleeping man on the 
shoulder and then leaped back toward the 
door. 

With the Sharpe's rifle cocked and close 
against his hip, ready to fire, he said with 
a snap, "Hey there! get up!" 

Kinkead has cornered a man who 
would rather die than submit to arrest. 
But, more than that, he is thereby 
marking himself for destruction at the 
hands of Davis' gang of desperate gun- 
men! You will be amazed at the cool 
nerve of this soft-spoken officer who 
ia ready to face a dozen outlaws, on 
their own terms! This is the true 
story of the most thrilling man-hunt 
ever undertaken by one man. It is 
completed in the July issue of TRUE 
Detective Mysteries — on the news- 
stands June 15th. 
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The Thief of the 
Three Charms 

(Continued from page 54) 

'„he almost needless farce of an explanation. 
I told Mr. Vincent exactly what I had 
told the sergeant, and frankly admitted 
having asked that individual not to report 
the affair, further stating that if Komo- 
vitch was still in London, I felt sure that 
lie would be able to throw the right light 
lipon the circumstances. I couldn't be- 
lieve that Romovitch knew that the notes 
were stolen ones, as he seemed too sincere 
and too anxious to go out of his way to 
show his obligation to me, to warrant my 
entertaining any suspicion of that kind. 

Romovitch was accordingly hunted for, 
and fortunately was found just as he was 
about to return to Russia. A few hours 
more, and I should have missed the op- 
portunity of being able to clear up the 
doubts and suspicions which seemed to be 
showering upon me pretty thickly. Ro- 
movitch, of course, as I anticipated, soon 
made it very clear to Mr. Vincent thai the 
note was intended solely for my wife — 
that he himself had given it in the man- 
ner exactly as I had stated. 

After testifying to this on affidavit, and 
relieving his mind pretty freely in some 
Russian of a still stronger description 
ai the expense of the Chief and every- 
body concerned with the "Yard," from the 
highest to the lowest, he left the office 
with an indignant look which would have 
cowed anybody except those concerned. 

The testimony of Romovitch had some 
effect upon my superiors. But I was not 
allowed to go without punishment. I was 
offered the degrading option of retaining 
the £100, which, rightly speaking, belonged 
solely and exclusively to my wife, and 
leaving the service, or to hand over the 
£100, together with the whole of the 
gratuity I had hitherto received in the 
case. 

These conditions made me feel intensely 
indignant, as my past record with the ser- 
vice seemed to merit better treatment. 
However, I managed to keep control of 
my feelings, and, with the regard due to 
my future, I accepted the latter option, 
and went off to my duty, humbled, injured, 
and disgusted. 

IT was very evident that the authorities 
themselves were a little ashamed of 
their harshness. A few days afterwards, 
I was once more called before Mr. 
Howard Vincent, who informed me that 
£200 would be invested for me in the New 
Three Per Cents., and I should receive 
the yearly interest thereon as long as I re- 
mained in the service. I was grateful 
to the Chief Commissioner (for whom 
I have the highest possible respect, and 
who, I am sure, would never knowingly 
permit a wrong to be done to any member 
of the force, in whatever capacity he 
might be employed), for this modification 
of my punishment, which was everything 
to me when my character and promotion 
were so concerned. 

The reader may wonder how it came 
to be that the stolen note should have 
reached, above all others, me, a detective. 
It happened thus: The theft of a large 
number of Bank of England notes had oc- 
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cur red in the city, and the robber had 
managed to change a number of them for 
French ones at the office of a well-known 
money-changer, near the Royal Exchange. 

Romovitch, I learned, had been to pre- 
cisely the same place at the recommenda- 
tion of the solicitors, Messrs. Ward and 
Stavemhoff, whom he had again called 
on, after Borowski's departure, seeking 
further advice from them. When he re- 
gained possession of his property, he had 
it placed in safe custody, with tie excep- 
tion, of course, of the money he required 
for his immediate wants. This he had in 
Russian ruble notes, and lit-, to make Mrs. 
Kfoser the pre M ir exchanged some of 
them to the value of the. £100. lie was 
handed one of the stolen notes, and. the 
numbers being known to the firm who had 
been robbed, the tracing of their where- 
abouts was a very simple matter. 

W hen things got nicely into working 
order again, and I felt affairs with my 



COMPLETE 

AVIATION 

TRAINING 
CDrC OF EXTRA 
F Rtt CHARGE 




B.W. COOKE 

Directing Engineer 
Chicago Motor Training Corp. 
'1916 Sunny tide Ave., Dept. ASS, Chicago 

Send atonre your FREE Book "Auto Pacta. 1 
of "Job Way" Training. 4 Outf " 
No oblication on my part whatever. 



Name 



Address . 



Occupation . Age. 



LATEST STYLE WRIST WATCH 

direct from^^^wit^erlajfiA. 




PLATINOID 
or White Gold Finish 
Thi« fully guaranteed dainty Ladiea' Watch cannot be manufactured 
in America for Irtta than $12.00. Beautifully engraved caae and dud. 
Send No Money. I 'ay on delivery $:i 99 plus poataae. "FEDCO" 
u S. Sons* Agents, 561 Broadway, New York City, Dept. L256 




YOU WANT 



AnORIENTAL HOROSCOPE 

THAT IS A FASCINATING AND 

MYSTERIOUS GAME' 
It will tell your lucky 
month, daya. birth- 
atone, partnemhip. 
love, marriage, etc. _ 
ANYBODY can uae M Mg^ 
it instantly. Send W a a* JJv 
birthday date and Hm * J e * 
25 centa to the 

CRYSTAL BALL CO. 
27 E. 22nd St.. N. Y.C.. Dept. 96 



S uAMe: 

25. 



brother officers once more smooth, all 
suspicions allayed and doubts removed, 1 
breathed freely. I have often considered 
this case one of the most difficult and try- 
ing, considering all its bearings, that I 
ever had to contend with, and I sincerely 
hope that it may never be the lot of any 
of those at present at Scotland Yard to 
have to undergo the mental and physical 
strain which 1 had to undergo during that 
three months. 

Romovitch returned to Russia as he had 
intended, but, after his experience in Eng- 
land* he took good care not to carry bags 
containing bonds or like valuables, about 
v Ith him. I heard occasionally from the 
old man in the months that followed, and 
he frequently referred to the matter of 
the reward, always concluding his letters 
with some facetious comment upon the 
Scotland Yard authorities, whom he looked 
upon with something approaching, if not 
<ii<uust. at least pity. 



Trapping Boston Billy 

(Continued from piuic 24) 



learned that he knew W illiams by the 
name of James Francis Monahan and that 
they had been boys together in Worcester, 
Massachusetts. That's all I need to tell 
you — it's all I know that'll help you. I 
quit the night-club racket and got a job 
as nursery governess. I don't want to lose 
that job, and I don't want my mother 
bothered — so, that's why I've come to 
you." 

And not another item could the District 
Attorney get out of her, except that she 
hadn't seen Monahan for a year, and 
hadn't the slightest idea where he was or 
with whom he chummed around. 

"Say. King, that girl certainly knows 
her Broadway/ 1 Mr. Edward said, after 
she had left. "She's hard as nails, but I 
believe if she really knew anything about 
Williams, she would tell, tor she's sore as 
the devil at him for bamboozling her." 

"Well, I'll give Manhattan Headquarters 
a ring, and see if they know anything 
about a James Francis Monahan, of Wor- 
cester, Massachusetts," I said. "It may 
be only another alias, or it may be that 
the man hasn't a police record. But 
Barry's friend. Mrs. King, intimated that 
she suspected he had." 

Here we got a lucky break. The Broad- 
way lady, to get rid of our surveillance, 
had placed a valuable largess in our hands. 
James Francis Monahan. we learned, was 
wanted as a fugitive from justice by the 
sheriff of Worcester County, from whose 
custody he had escaped in 1921. He had 
received a sentence of eight to ten years 
for larceny, passed by Judge Webster 
Thayer, who, it will be recalled, was the 
judge who sat at the trial of Sacco and 
Yanzetti. 

WHEN this information was broad- 
cast, the authorities of Westchester 
notified us that they were seeking Mona- 
han for murder, and the police of two 
other States came to us with the same 
charge against him. Thus it happened 
that the true identity of Boston Billy was 
learned from another source than Barry, 
who had kept silent on that point. 

Meanwhile. Crowley had been busy 
checking up on the gentleman burglar in 



Key West. In t he next morning's mail, 
I received an interesting report, which in 
itself would form the basis of a regular 
"Boston Blackie" story. It read as 
follows : 

Williams, known down here as James 
Francis Drake, cut a big swath in 
this community. He posed as a 
wealthy diamond broker, and was lav- 
ishly entertained by the best people. 
It was his intention, he confided to 
them, to locate down here and open 
a big jewelry store. He had an ex- 
tensive wardrobe and a great collec- 
tion of golf -sticks. He played a golf 
game in the low 80's with profes- 
sionals and in many of the tourna- 
ments. Mammas in prominent circles 
regarded him as a good match, and he 
could have had his pick of the Florida 
peaches. 

When he left Key West, the town 
band escorted him to the station ! 
Miss Brookes belongs to a very fine 
family, and when it was rumored that 
she was engaged to the dashing 
"Drake," she was greatly envied by 
all the other girls. While here, he 
was regarded as a Beau Brummell. 

Crowley. 

For several reasons, Crowley decided 
not to make Miss Brookes' acquaintance 
in Key West, although he could have done 
so easily, as he was armed with letters 
of introduction. He figured — correctly — 
that if she was convinced that Drake was 
a faker, she would naturally remain at 
home — and we needed her assistance! So 
he made no effort to "rope" her until the 
two were aboard ship, en route to Xew 
York. Then he arranged with the dining- 
room steward to give him the seat next 
to Miss Brookes at table. Thus, with the 
easy camaraderie of life aboard ship, they 
naturally fell into conversation. With her 
consent, his deck-chair was later placed 
alongside of hers, and their acquaintance 
blossomed under the friendly spell of a 
tropical moon. 

IX the afternoon of the second day out, 
a deck steward brought her a radio- 
gram. With a murmured excuse to her 
companion, she tore it open and read it. 
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Whatever its contents were, they appeared 
to disconcert her greatly. Before its re- 
ceipt, she had been talking with animation 
and gaiety — but immediately her spirits 
won- quite squelched, and for several mo- 
ments she sat silent and thoughtful. 

"No bad news, I hope?" Crowley in- 
quired with deep concern. 

"Oh, no. Not exactly," she answered. 
"It's just a little disappointment — nothing 
serious. A friend who was to meet me 
at the pier has radioed me that he'll be 
unable to be there." 

"(iiad it's nothing worse," Crowley said 
cheerfully. "1 hope you'll let me be of 
any possible assistance. Anyway, there 
are no complications and red tape attached 
to these coastwise trips. It's just like de- 
barking from a ferry-boat." 

So he talked on, in order to give her 
time to recover. But in a few minutes 
she excused herself, and went below. 

Crowley immediately sought the Cap- 
tain and the radio operator, and disclosed 
his identity. He was permitted to read 
the message, and immediately relayed it to 
me. 

The following day, Miss Brookes seemed 
to have recovered, and Crowley proceeded 
to gain her confidence more securely. 
Without any obvious effort, he brought 
the conversation around to Drake by men- 
tioning a fictitious friend who was a big 
jeweler in Maiden Lane. 

"Oh, 1 have a friend, a very dear friend, 
who is a diamond broker. I wonder if 
you know him — James Francis Drake?" 
she asked, blushing. "As a matter of fact, 
he was the man I was going to meet, 
lie's very wealthy, and wants me to marry 
him." 

Drake evidently had very luxurious 
ideas about what would make a wife 
happy. Miss Brookes detailed the town 
and country homes, the automobiles, 
yachts, and so on, that were to be hers 
for the taking. 

Then a second radio message arrived, 
and again put a damper on her spirits. 

"Radiograms are so short. Their mes- 
sages always seem to be so — well, cryptic," 
she said. "But you didn't tell me — do you 
know my friend, Mr. Drake?" 

"Yes, I've heard of him," Crowley re- 
plied, "though I've never met him. Here 
comes the steward with tea and toast. 
You'll have some, won't you?'' 

AS the conversation had been turned. 
^ Miss Brookes could not very well 
bring it back to Drake without seeming 
to gush — and she wasn't the gushing sort 
of a girl. There were too many people 
about at that time for Crowley to burst 
her pretty bubble. 

He waited until night, after dinner. 
Then he led her to the rail, selecting a 
spot some distance from other couples. 

"Miss Brookes. I'm a detective," he told 
her. "I came aboard this boat specially 
to meet and talk with you. I'm attached 
to the Nassau County Police Head- 
quarters " 

"To talk with me !" she exclaimed in 
astonishment. "For goodness sake, what 
for?" 

"You asked me if I knew James Francis 
Drake?" he repeated slowly. She nodded, 
her large, dark eyes looking at him won- 
deringly. "Well, I came aboard to meet 
you, because I knew you regarded him 
as a friend — but that you did not know 
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d> roarhinr Advuw nie also regarding the aalartea, hour*, work, va- 
^ ration and tell ma how to get a position. 



No 
Re 
Tape 



P*Pno. A169-$62^?^!| 

f f $2 Deposit— $1.25 A Week ~ \ 

[ f 7 fine quality, genuine blue-whife 
diamonds are set in solid platinum 
disk shaped like solitaire. Diamond 
platinum cluster set in latest style 
engraved IS kt. solid white gold 
^ mounting. Two dark sap« 
phires add to beauty. 
Guaranteed 
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SEND NO After you 

Mrs kj it v * ct tne 
SJ n e# I ring, pay 
only $2.00 to the postman. 
If you keep it, pay only 
$1.25 a week for one whole 
year. Don't bother writ- 
ing a letter. Just pin this 
adto a piece of paper with 
your name and address. 



t a k e Money Back 

to dT GUARANTEE 

cidc. If you are not satisfied 
that the ring is the biggest 
bargain you ever got. r.-turn 
i t and we will refund every 
cent you paid. All credit 
dealings kept strictly con- 
fidential. No needless delay 



PRICE GUT TO $62- WORTH $100 

You now can buy this gorgeous ring at the wholesale price. 
Compare it with similar rings at $100. We guarantee it to 
stand any test or comparision. Greatest bargain offer- 
ed by any Diamond Importer. Wo allow 8 % annual in- 
in exchange for a larger diamond ring. 

Our catalog fA% 0*F«00 
gives ~x~»- - 



Write for Itbrin«,our 

Catalog^sfe 

right into your home. Tells 
how to buy diamonds like an 
expert. Gives information 
other jewelers dare not tell. 



plete infor- A CARAT 
mat ion about weights and 
grades of blue-white dia 
monds, starting at remark 
ably low price of $197. a ct. 



Agents Wanted Write for Details 

STERLING £ ,A *5E2g 

Diamond Importers $1 .OOO. 000 Stock Est. 1879 
154Q BROADWAY. DEPT. 2480. NEW YORK 



"Its the 
Prettiest 
Dress 
I Ever 
Had" 

••And I made it all myself! 
Thanks to the Woman's In- 
stitute. I can now make all 
my own clothes and have two 
or three dresses for tho 
money I used to spend on 
one! For the first time in 
my life. I know that my 
clothes have ttyle!" 

Wherever you live, you 
can learn at nome In spare 
time to make your own clothes 
and hats at great savings, 
or earn $20 to $40 a week. 
Th- \V mum's Institute will 
show you the secrets of de- 
signing, cutting and lining 
that make the professional 
dressmaker so successful. 

Just mall the coupon and 
we will gladly tell you all 
about the Woman's Institute 
and Its courses in Dress- 
making and Millinery. 




WOMAN'S INSTITUTE. Dept. 90-F. Seranton, Pa. 

Without cost or obligation, please send me com- 
plete Information about your home-study course in 
the subject I have checked below: 

Home Dressmakinp □ Millinery 

□ Cooking 



j Professional Dressmaking 



Name.. 



(Please state whether Mrs. or Miss) 
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Only 28 years old 
and earning ^5,000 



a year 



W. T. Carson left school at an early age to take a 
"job" in a shoe factory in Huntington, W. Va., at 
$12 a wetk. .... , 

He worked hard and long and he had greater handi- 
caps than you will ever have. But he refused to 
quit. He made up his mind that he was going to 

?et ahead in a big way and nothing could swerve him 
rom that resolve. 

Today W. T. Carson is owner and manager of one 
of the largest battery service stations in West Vir- 
ginia with an income of $15,000 a year. 

He gives full credit for his success to the Inter- 
national Correspondence Schools and says he still re- 
fers to the I. C. S. text-books. Just a few months 
ago the faculty of a large college in West Virginia 
called him in to demonstrate the principles of battery 
construction to a class in electricity. That shows 
how thoroughly he understands his work. 

If the I. C. S. can smooth the way to success for 
men like W. T. Car-on. it can help Vou. If it can 
help other men to win promotion ana larger salaries, 
it can help you. 

At least find out by marking and mailing the cou- 
pon printed below. It won't co>t you a penny or 
obligate you in uny way to ask for full particulars, 
but that one simple little act may be the means of 
changing your entire life. . mmmwigiA 

Surely, W. T. Carson wouldn't be earning $15,000 
a year today if be hadn't found out about the I. C. S. 
when he did. 

Mail the Coupon for Free Booklet 

INTER NAt7o"n"al" CO RR E8Po"n~ENcT SC HO 0L8~" 

"The Universal L'nivcrsity" 
Box 3157-0, Scranton. Pinna. 
Without cost or obligation, please send roe t copy of 
your booklet. "Who Wins and Why." and full particulars 
about the subject bc/ore which 1 have marked X: 

BUSINESS TRAINING COURSES 

B Business Correspondence 
Show Card and Sign 
Lettering 

□ Stenography and Typing 

□ Civil Service 
Q Railway Mail Clerk 

□ Common School Subjects 

□ High School Subjects 
U Magazine and Book 

Illustrator 

□ Cartooning 



□ Industrial Management 
LJ Personnel Management 
Q Truffle Management 

□ Accounting and CP. A. 

Coaching 

□ Cost Accounting 

□ liookkecping 

□ Salesmanship 
Q Secretarial Work 

□ Spanish □ French 

□ Advertising 

TECHNICAL AND INDUSTRIAL COURSES 



] Electrical Engineer 
lKlcctric Lighting 
l Mechanical Engineer 
j Mechanical Draftsman 
] Machine Shop Practice 
J Railroad Positions 
Idas Engine Operating 
J Civil Engineer 
3 Surveying and Mapping 
J Metallurgy □ Mining 
3 Steam Engineering □Radio 



1 Architect 

1 Architects' Blueprints 
jContractor and Builder 
1 Architectural Draftsman 
] Concrete Builder 
] Structural Engineer 
J Chemistry □ Pharmacy 
3 Automobile Work 
_j Airplane Engines 

B Agriculture and Poultry 
r 3 



J Mathematics 



Street Address. 
City 



State.. 



If yon rrnide in Canada, tend this coupon to the Interna- 
tional Correspondence Schools Canadian, Limited, Montreal 



MUSIC LESSONS your HOME 



P 



2 



You can read music like this quickly 
Write today for our FREE BOOKLET. It tells how to learn 
to play Piano, Organ, Violin, Mandolin. Guitar, Banjo, etc. 
Beginners or advanced players. Your only expense about 
2c per day for music and postage used. 

AMERICAN SCHOOL of MUSIC 88 Manhattan Building, Chicago 




W. M. DAVIS, M. D. ( 



"flfoles 

HOW TO BANISH THEM 

A simple, safe, home treat- 
ment — 16 years' success in 
my practice. Moles (also Big 
Growths) dry up and drop 
off. Write for free Booklet. 
124-C Grove Ate., Woodbridge, N. J. 



James Francis Drake is the alias of a 
notorious thief. He is the man known as 
Boston Billy, whom the police are looking 
for. You've heard of him, haven't you?" 

THERE was a sickening silence. For 
a moment or two, it looked as if the 
girl was about to faint. Her face ap- 
peared deathly pale in the moonlight. 

"Why, I'm sure you must be mistaken," 
she stammered at length very coldly. 
'Everybody of importance in Key West 
met our friend, Mr. Drake, and they just 
couldn't have been mistaken in him." 

As briefly and as gently as he could, 
Crowley gave the girl all the details of 
the case, and how and why he was sure 
that James Francis Drake and Boston 
Billy Williams were one and the same. 

"I don't ask you just to trust my word 
for it, little girl." he said. "Ask the Cap- 
tain. He knows who I am. Or ask him 
to radio to the District Attorney at Mine- 
ola. I know you must feel awful, but I 
had to let you know this before we reached 
New York." 

So stunning was the shock that, for a 
while, she listened in silence. To back up 
his statement, Crowley showed her his 
credentials. 

And I'll tell you why Drake is not 
going to meet you," he finished. "It's be- 
cause, somehow or other, he has gotten 
wind of the fact that we're to be there on 
the chance of meeting him" 

"No, no, I can't believe it." she said 
finally. "I just know Mr. Drake is not a 
criminal. Why, it "> perfectly ridiculous! 
lie met our chief of police and all the 
authorities in Key West. He couldn't have 
fooled them. Now. please excuse me — 
I'm going below, and I'll have my deck- 
chair changed tomorrow morning." 

"Just a minute, please. Miss Brookes," 
Crowley said. "Think it all over care- 
fully. You had only a post -office address 
of Drake, didn't you," he suggested, firing 
a shot in the dark. Her .silence was suf- 
ficient affirmation. "And your last letter 
was addre>>ed to Konkokoma and was de- 
livered to Otto Becker, Arthur Barry's 
chauffeur — Barry, the self -confessed thief 
and accomplice of Boston Billy. I'm 
awfully sorry I had to be the one to tell 
yoU, hut you are far too wonderful a girl 
to get mixed up with a crook." She shud- 
dered at the word. "Think it all over. 
I'm sure you'll realize I'm telling you the 
truth and you'll be on our side to help 
us all you can. Now, let me help you 
down below." 

One of those sudden summer storms 
had sprung up. The sea, which had been 
smooth as a lily pond, was rising into deep 
-wells, and the boat was rolling heavily. 
So shaken, however, was the girl that she 
walked as if in a dream, and took Crow- 
ley's assistance without a word. 

The next morning she remained in her 
Materoom. It wasn't until after luncheon 
that she came on deck. Then she joined 
Crowley. He knew by the determined 
look in her eyes— that Drake had lost. 

IX spite of the radiograms. I had a hunch 
that Monahan would he at the dock 
when Miss Brookes arrived. His "official 
photograph." taken from the rogues' gal- 
lery, was not much to go by, it is true, 
but we had managed to secure some splen- 
did snapshots in the King apartment in 
Xew York City. These last had been 



carefully scrutinized, and the features 
memorized, by the men assigned to cover 
the arrival of the vessel. 

Disguised as longshoremen and taxi- 
drivers, they watched the crowd that was 
waiting for the passengers to come ashore. 

Miss Brookes was escorted down the 
gangway by Crowley, and was whisked 
away to the home of her friend in Maple- 
wood, Xew Jersey, in a car driven by 
Detective Hurley. Billy did not meet her. 
That was all there was to that. Again, 
he had left us holding the bag — but we still 
had it ready, waiting for him! 

Telephones, telegraph offices. Maple- 
wood depot, and the road outside the home 
of Miss Brookes' hostess were carefully 
covered. Two weeks passed — but no sort 
of a communication came from Janus 
Francis Monahan, alias Billy Williams, 
alias James Francis Drake. 

By this time, the insurance company had 
offered $5,000 reward for the arrest of 
Boston Billy; Barry had pleaded guilty 
and had been sentenced to twenty-five 
years in Sing Sing; Mrs. Anna King was 
still out on bail as a material witness : 
and Otto Becker and Barry's brother had 
been completely exonerated and returned 
to their normal occupations. 

On discovering the true identity of Wil- 
liams, detectives learned the names and 
addresses of the various members of his 
family, and made plans to keep a close 
watch on their homes — for, family affec- 
tion, strange to say, is a familiar trait 
among criminals. Xo matter how hard- 
boiled and unscrupulous crooks may he. 
the home of parents or of a sister or 
brother seems to draw them like a magnet. 

All in all, we contrived t<> weave quite 
a comprehensive net. Private detectives 
and members of the local police staffs 
were on the alert every minute, but the 
days went by without a sign of our big 
fish. 

Miss Brookes returned home, and 
though she had aided us in every way, we 
learned little. 

IT was on the morning that Lindbergh 
made his triumphant return to America 
that the Chief of Police in New London. 
Connecticut, called me up on the telephone 
and gave us the first red-hot tip we had 
received for some time. 

"\ was talking with a prominent New 
England business man last night about this 
Monahan who is •wanted.' and who has a 
brother living in this vicinity," he told 
me. "This man says that a chap going 
by the name of James Francis Thayer 
has been making quite a splash around 
here — claims to be the son of Judge 
Thayer, the man who sentenced Monahan 
years ago. I haven't questioned this 
Thayer, nor had a good look at him, be- 
cause I don't want to put him on his 
guard. But I know that he has a scar 
over his left eye. as was mentioned in the 
circular. That and his acquaintance with 
the Monahan who lives here — and who 
isn't the sort to have associates in the 
Thayer circle — make me believe this might 
be your man." 

I thought so, too. Thanking him, 1 
rang off, after having written down the 
name and address of the business man 
who had given the information. 

Immediately I got in touch with Spencer, 
who had furnished me with the name of 
Boston Billy, in the first place. 
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"I'm going to send Hurley up there," 
I informed him, "and he and you can 
work on it together if you like. There 
certainly seems to be something in this." 

"Unless Billy wriggles out of it," 
Spencer retorted rather skeptically. "He's 
a regular human eel. I'll telephone the 
man who's watching the brother's place, 
and tell him to 'tail' this Thayer at once 
hut not to 'make a collar/ And I'll leave 
for New Britain on the next train." 

Hurley and Spencer dispatched, I then 
called up the New Britain business man 
who had talked with the Chief of Police 
at New London, and made an appointment 
for him to meet the detectives that eve- 
ning. 

They found him to be a typical pros- 
perous business man, with keen eyes and 
a humorous mouth, well dressed in rather 
loud summer attire. He was reading a 
local paper when they met him in the 
hotel lobby. Spencer suggested that they 
retire to the privacy of his room for their 
conversation. The man readily agreed, 
and the three ascended to the detective's 
quarters on the fifth floor. 

SPENCER seated himself on the bed, 
while offering his guests the only tw«» 
chairs the room afforded. 

After all three had lighted cigars, he 

asked : 

"What makes you think this Thayer is 
Boston Billy?" 

"Well, there's something damned mys- 
terious about him," the business man said 
slowly. "It wasn't any detective work on 
my part— -we both know the same girl. 
She's a nurse, and she lives at Sound 
View. She told me she met this Thayer 
Fellow in New York last winter under 
another name, and she said laughingly — 
but, I guess, half in earnest, too — that 
maybe he was Boston Billy. Next time I 
met him, I looked to see if he had a scar 
over his eyebrow, as the papers said he 
had — and, sure enough, it was there! 
Whatever you do, though, don't let on to 
the girl that I told you." 

Hurley took out a note-book, and jotted 
down the name and address of the girl, 
whom we will call Hazel Parish. It would 
not be fair to give her real name. 

Then he asked, "Where does Thayer 
live ?" 

"I don't know," the man replied. "Miss 
Parish said he lived at some hotel, but she 
didn't remember the name — at least, she 
said she didn't. He's a great sport, dresses 
mostly in golf clothes during the day. 
and is usually carrying a bag of golf- 
clubs. He drives a new coupe. He seems 
to have plenty of money, and spends like 
a drunken sailor." 

Hurley and Spencer soon terminated the 
interview, explaining that they had to get 
right on the job and see if there was any- 
thing to support his suspicions. 

"What do you think?" Hurley asked, 
when the guest had left the room. 

"There may be something in it," Spencer 
-aid, with a grin on his face. "How did 
our business man's motive strike you?" 

"Jealousy ?" Hurley inquired. 

Spencer nodded. "They're both making 
a play for the same girl, of course, and 
he wants to make it a bit uncomfortable 
for his rival — which is pie for us, if the 
rival is Boston Billy!" 

A telephone call to the Chief of Police 
elicited the information that he didn't 



yVoa/ImReadyf^800Men 
who canEam H50aWeek 



Take orders for 
this wonderful 
Mm at . 

$9.95 




If you're looking for a real chance to make big money, get in touch 
with me quick. I'll prove that you can make $75.00 a week in spare 
time — up to $150 a week in full time. All you do is follow my simple 
instructions, help me introduce my new $9.95 suit, and clear $18 to 
$30 a day for just a few hours' easy, pleasant work. I guarantee 
steady employment — show you how to make big profits the very 
first day. You risk nothing. Keep present job and try in spare time. 
Spare time workers clear $40 to $75 a week. Don't miss this chance. 

$410 PROFIT in % Weeks 



With my Profit-SharinK Plan. A. 
M. Stone cleared $410.95 in 2 
weeks. Think of it! $205 a week 
for easy, short-hour work. Pren- 
tiss. Mass.. made $945 first 
month. Brooks. N. Y.. $90 in a 
simile day. Pate. S. C. reiwts 
$9 profit in half hour ■ftei 
supper. Vance Mich., took 9 
orders in 1 1 calls. Copper says 
$500 a month is easy. You can 
make this big money. Get the 
facts that prove it. 



No Experience Needed 

You invest nothinc in my prop- 
osition. You need no capital, 
tr ininji or experience. Every man 
a prospect for my bargain suit. 
Made of new kind of cloth. Almost 

impossible to rip - ma *' tear or b V ra 
it. Newest pal terns. Latest st yles. 
Yet huge production brings cost 



down to only $9.95. This ama/in" 
suit is a permanent, year-rcund 
money-maker. Two minute demon- 
stration sets the order. You i>ocket 
profit on the spot. I deliver and 
collect. 

COMPLETE Selling 
OUTFIT— FREE! 
Send no Money I 

If S18 to $20 a day— $75 to $120 a 

v.rrk looks ROOd tO JOI1, Ret full 

particulars at once. No cost or 
obligation. Just send letter or post 
card. I supplv ever] thins you need, 
with full, complete instructions. 
Also Sample Suit FREE to workers. 
Remember — send no money. Just 
your name and address. But act 
quick. This means cash. Write 
tcxla\ — now — to C. E. Comer. Pres., 
The Corner Mfg. Co., Dept. SZ-330, 
Dayton. Ohio. 




TRAPPED/ 

...$5000 reward for him 
and you've got the drop ! 

Tli Ink of the thrills — the romance— 
the big easy money for you as a de- 
tectlTC ■ master in the Held All 
can be roar* Bbm i U not unnecessary. 
Oomnli le details free. WriU at ooo : 

Continental Service System 
Box 81-TD Waukegan. Illinois 



YOU CAN'T HAVE "IT"! 

If your teeth arc stained and discolored 

BLEACHODENT YOUR TEETH 

LIQUID— Softens and loosens the stained subttances 
PASTE— Gently removes the softened stain* 

Bleachodent method is the result of long scientific research of 
dentists to whiten the teeth. 
One Million people benefited by Bleachodent discovery 
CAUTION — Don't gamble with cheap liquid imnatiott 
If your druggist cannot supply you, tend 35c., for 
To make new friends package, also 75c., size. 
Bleachodent Denial Laboratories, Inc. Box 238 General P. 0. New York 
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GIVEN! 

SEND NO MONEY— W£ TRUST YOU 

Snappy model, keep* perfWt timr. Guar- 
anteed l> years. Write for 12 boxen Mentho- 
iovm Bmlwe. Sail at Ma box. W rist watch 
th strap or Cash commission as per plan in 
am Catalog we mail with SaJre. 8eod only name 
nd address . 

S. SUPPLY CO.. Dept. CS31, Greenville. Pa. 

PHOTO ENLARGEMENTS 

Size 16x20 inches m m Mx ^ _ 

Sane price for full lenjrth Mlk MM P 
or bust form, trroupa, land- ■ ■ m M v 
■rape*, pet animal*, ate., 
or enlarg-ementa of any pari 
of group picture. Safe re- 
turn of your own original 
photo jruaranteed. 

SEND NO MONEY isa*55 

and within • week you will retelre your beauti- 
ful life- Ike enlargement, size 16x20 in., guaran- 
leed f adeless Pay poatcnan 96e plus postage— 
or send $1.00 with order and we pay postage. 

Special Free Offer EEs? S 

grill pend r RF.E a hand-tinted miniature reproduction of photo sent, 
lake advantage now of this amazing offer and send your photo today* 

UNITED PORTRAIT COMPANY 

1652 Ogdcn Ave, Dept. 26, Chicago, III. 
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TUNE IN FRIDAY NIGHT 



True Story Hour 



RADIO'S SUPER PRESENTATION 



COMBINING MUSIC, TRAVELOGUE, DRAMA 



Probably every reRiilar reader of Tri e Story 
Magazine is by this time also a regular member of 
the great radio audience which enjoys True Story 
Hour each Friday night. For the benefit of any 
readers, if any, who may not yet have formed the 
habit of tuning In on WOR or one of its associated 
Columbia System stations every Friday evening, we 
are glad to describe this radio treat once more. 

If you have been following the romantic ad- 
VCUtum of Mary and Bob, the True Story Radio 
Tourists, you know that they left New York, the 
home of Macfadden Publications and Trui: STORY, 
in January and drove south to Florida and then 
across the continent to the Pacific coast in search 
of true stories. Each Friday their progress has 
been reported through the Columbia Stations in 
the most enjoyable series of presentations ever 
put on the air. 

Let them tell you this week in their own words 
the recent details of their tour and then listen to 
the thrillingly dramatized version of the newest 



true story they have discovered. Through the 
entire hour you will hear a delightful sequence of 
entrancing vocal and instrumental music specially 
arranged about the True Story Theme Song and 
balancing the dramatic content of the hour to 
perfection. 

If you have not already become a True Story- 
Hour devotee begin Friday night. Get the habit! 

Besides WOR you can hear True Story Hour over 
the following stations. Tune in on the nearest 
one. See your local paper for exact hour. 



WEAN — Providence 
WFBL — Syracuse 
WCAU— Philadelphia 
WOWO— Ft. Wayne 
WAJU— Columbus 
WG HP— Detroit 
KMOX-St. Louis 
KMBC — Kansas City 



WNAC— Boston 
WMAK— Buffalo 
WJ AS— Pittsburg 
WADC— Akron 
WKRC— Cincinnati 
WMAO— Chicago 
WCAO— Baltimore 
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Skin Like Ivoiy ! 

Now a New Kind of Facial 
Creme Brings Amazing New 
Results, or Your Honey Back. 




Whitens Smoothes Banishes Reduces 
your skin out lines freckles pores 



Skin like ivory! No freckles ... no 
blackheads ... no more line lines • • . 
cleured of every tiny imperfection and 
smoothed to flawless texture . . . soft, 
supple, creamy-white! Do you want such 
Mib.-rb skin beauty? Then try one jar of 
new-type facial creme. . . . 

O'ervaise GrahmnBeautySeavt 

A Complete Skin Treatment 

Not a cold cream . . . not a bleach cream 
... not a skin food, you may expect Beauty 
Secret to surpass them all. In this one creme 
I have succeeded in blending the best beauty 
helps ever known . . . and I have multiplied 
their benefits. Now expect new things from your 
facial creme! 

Beauty Secret has the power to whiten the 
skin a new, safe way, and nothing is more 
wonderful than a milky white complexion. 
This is but one benefit. Freckles steadily fade 
out Blackheads dissolve completely. Another 
amazing tendency of Beauty Secret is to re- 
duce coarse pores to smoothest, finest texture. 
Beauty Secret not only cleanses the skin . . . 
it stimulates, tones, firms. Tonic oils impart 
a supple elasticity that In the greatest degree 
. smooths out fine lines and crowsfeet. Now, 
for the first time, a complete facial cream. 
Now results that you can really see! 

POSITIVE GUARANTEE 

This six-fold creme costs very little more 
than the most ordinary cleansing cream. I 
am introducing Beauty Secret in double sixe 
jars at only $1.50 — not only an amazing cremo 
but an exceptional value as well. Use it as 
you would any cream for one or two weeks. 
Then, if not more than delighted. I will refund 
full price for the asking. Send no money. 
Simply mail coupon below, and when the pack- 
age arrives pay postman only $1.50. Mail 
coupon today to (Mrs.) GERVAISE GRAHAM. 
Dept. 6-MU. 25W. Illinois Street. Chicago. Illinois. 

{Canadian Address: 61 College St., Toronto, Oni.) 
...................... MAIL. NOW ...................... 

(Mrs.) GERVAISE GRAHAM. 

Dept. 6-MU, 25 W. Illinois St., Chicago. 

Send me, postage prepaid, a double size jar of your 
new Beauty Secret. On arrival I will pay postman 
only $1.50. If not delighted I understand you guaran- 
tee to refund my money. 



Name. 



AddffeM 



True Detective Mysteries 

know the address of the man masquerading 
as Thayer, but that he had called up 
Boston and learned that there was no 
James Francis in the Thayer family. 

THERE was, therefore, only one course 
open, as it was unwise to make open 
inquiries as to the whereabouts of the 
pseudo Boston society man. If he were 
really the much- wanted fugitive, he would 
be on the alert for just such inquiries, and 
would seek new fields. 

Dressing in threadbare clothes and 
slouch hats, the two detectives went on a 
scouting expedition to Sound View, a 
small, pretty summer resort, where the 
nurse was living in a bungalow. 

Night had fallen. Twinkling lights in- 
dicated the location of the numerous, 
rather scattered summer homes ; radios 
and victrolas competed for supremacy in 
the air. Youths and girls in groups and 
couples were chattering and laughing, as 
they made their way to the amusement 
places on the beach. 

Hazel Parish's cottage was one of a 
group which had tiny plots of garden in 
front, and garages in the rear. 

"Probably an intimate colony." Spencer 
remarked, as the two stood watching the 
passers-by who all seemed to know each 
other. "It's not likely that any of the 
Parish girl's neighbors would let us use 
their homes for surveillance. Let's 
see. . . 

"Look across that vacant lot," Hurley 
directed. "There's a garage facing the 
rear of her bungalow. Now, if the own- 
ers are the right sort, that would be the 
real candy for us." 

Fortunately, the owners proved to be 
the "right sort," and Spencer and Hurley 
"took a plant" in the garage and kept the 
Brown bungalow under ceaseless surveil- 
lance. 

Nothing happened the first night. A 
group of young people called for the girl, 
and she went off with them in an auto- 
mobile. The crowd were not the type that 
Monahan would be likely to mingle with, 
so we made no attempt to follow them. 
The nurse returned shortly before mid- 
night. 

"I'll have to get a closer view of that 
girl." Hurley said to Spencer the follow- 
ing morning, as they breakfasted on rolls 
and coffee which had been brought to the 
garage by one of the helpers. "She's too 
far away from us for identification, if the 
prosecution ever calls her as a witness. 
There she is now, speaking to that old 
fellow next door. She may be somebody 
we know — looks a bit like 'Dimples' 
Dawson." 

"Is it worth the risk of Williams 
coming along and recognizing you?" 
Spencer said dubiously. 

"Oh, Williams has never seen me," 
Hurley replied. "Now, as you have been 
on his trail so long, he n light recognize 
you. Anyway. I'll have to do something 
to see under that floppy hat of hers. 
How's this?" 

HURLEY contorted his body into that 
of a hunchbacked, twisted old man ; 
his fingers ruffled his rather long hair ; his 
knees bent. From an inside pocket he 
took a pair of dark glasses which served 
to hide his blue eyes. The twenty-four- 
hour beard on his cheeks helped to carry 
out his disguise as a decrepit old beggar. 



Adopting a crab-like walk, he limped 
across the small vacant lot towards Miss 
Parish, who was busily chaffing her 
neighbor. 

"Lady, can you give a poor old man 
something to eat?" he whined, as from 
behind his disguising glasses he looked up 
into her face and swiftly took in the 
pretty, curly chestnut hair, delicate, flaw- 
less skin, and deep blue eyes, with curling 
lashes. 

The "lady" dismissed him with a negli- 
gent wave of her hand, and the beggar 
'crabbed" back along the road, walking 
slowly and with difficulty, until he came 
to an unfrequented spot where it was safe 
to discard his "specs," smooth down his 
hair, and jerk his body back into its 
normal condition. 

"Just another example of Boston Billy's 
excellent taste," he reported to Spencer, 
when he reached the garage. "I'm pretty 
sure she is nobody belonging to the under- 
world — and she doesn't look like the kind 
of a girl who would go around with a 
man she believed to be a crook." 

All that day the two men watched in- 
cessantly. Nothing developed. Friends 
who dropped in to see Miss Parish — and 
there were many of them — bore not the 
slightest resemblance to the fugitive bur- 
glar. Once or twice the girl left her 
home, and was gone for some time. It 
was, of course, possible that she was meet- 
ing Billy elsewhere— but that was more of 
a possibility than a probability. 

On the morning of the second day a 
new coupe drove up to the back of the 
Parish bungalow, and was skill fully parked 
in the small garage. A rather heavy-set 
man. around thirty years of age, about 
five feet seven inches in height, dark-haired 
and ruddy-complexioned. sportily dressed 
in golf togs, descended from the coupe, 
set his tie and coat collar carefully, and 
started walking jauntily towards the bun- 
galow. 

Without a word to each other, Spencer 
and Hurley sprang to their feet and 
grabbed fishing-rods. Each slung a fish- 
erman's basket over his shoulder. Then 
they sauntered slowly across the lot. It 
was their plan to separate at the bungalow, 
one covering the front, the other the rear 
entrance, and "get" Billy as he left, fig- 
uring that the burglar, in his role of 
Leander, would not be liable to visit his 
lady-love with a bulging weapon in hi- 
plus-fours. 

HOWEVER, Miss Parish must have 
spent a minute or so primping up be- 
fore she answered the door-bell, and the 
two detectives reached the sidewalk outside 
her home, at the moment she greeted the 
philandering Billy. Some hunch made him 
glance back, and take alarm at the sight 
of the men. 

Pushing past the amazed young woman, 
he entered the house, with the two detec- 
tives practically on his heels! 

When they reached the hall, however, 
he was nowhere to be seen. 

Guided by the sound of crashing glass, 
they made their way to the back of the 
house. Through a broken window, they 
saw their quarry disappearing in the dis- 
tance. He was, apparently, in excellent 
trim, for he was sprinting like the wind. 

Seeing that it would be impossible to 
overtake him. Hurley shouted the regula- 
tion command to stop and fired in the air. 
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Then, when Monahan disregarded t In- 
order, he aimed at the fleeing figure. It 
dropped to the ground like a plummet. 

When the two detectives reached him, 
Boston Billy was trying to staunch the 
blood which was gushing from the fleshy 
upper part of the calf of his leg. 

Lend me a handkerchief, will you?" 
he requested coolly, as he glanced up — 
and grinned ! 

Hurley handed him one. Remembering 
Barry's warning, he bent down over the 
>tricken burglar, warily watching for any 
>uspicious movement. But he met a 
chummy nonchalance. 

"Say, buddy, tell me your name, will 
you ?" 

"Hurley," answered the curious detec- 
tive. 

"Thanks. Well, Hurley, that's the only 
thing I didn't know about you. I learned 
that you were a wizard at the art of dis- 
guise, that you were the Department's Lon 
Chaney, and that, as an imitator of ac- 
cents, you have the top-liner imitators 
lashed to the mast. I saw you on the 
pier — I saw you drive Miss Brookes 
away — I saw you hanging around Maple- 
wood when I was trying to have a few 
words with Ethel. But the man who 
gave me my 'info' just couldn't for the 
life of him remember your name. If I'd 
ever seen your mug in this town, you'd 
never have gotten me ! And who's your 
pal — never saw him before. . . 

Hurley was quite certain there was 
something behind all this loquacity, so he 
pretended to fall tor the ruse when Billy 
glanced in the direction of Spencer. 

QUICK as a flash, the prisoner's hand 
snatched a small, tightly folded paper 
from one of his pockets, and placed it in 
his mouth. Just as quickly, Hurley seized 
hold of his jaws, which were beginning to 
work desperately. W ith a steel instru- 
ment, he and Spencer managed to pry 1 
these jaws open — and extracted a bill of 
sale for the coupe. 

"You mustn't do that — you're destroy- 
ing evidence," Murky chided the frustrated 
Billy. "Guess this will be pretty valuable 
later on as proof that you were in some 
certain place on a certain date, which in 
some way or other will prove rather dam- 
aging to you — eh, what, old top?" 

Spencer went at once to the Parish 
bungalow, notified the police of New 
Britain, and then drove Billy's car along- 
side Hurley and the wounded man. The 
car, incidentally, held the guns Barry had 
spoken of. 

The two detectives lifted Billy into the 
coupe. All through the proceedings the 
prisoner kept up his nonchalant attitude. 

Ivemembering Barry's tip that Monahan 
usually wore a bullet-proof vest, Hurley 
had not aimed at the fleeing burglar's body. 
His shot had entered the man's ankle as 
his foot was in mid-air. had ploughed up 
the calf of the leg, and was buried near 
the knee. 

At the hospital, Billy was immediately 
taken to the X-ray room by the surgeon 
in charge. Xot once did he flinch with 
the pain, which by that time must have 
been terrific. 

However, when the power was turned 
on and the lights in the X-ray room became 
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very dim, he cried out shrilly, as the in- 
strument began to buzz. "My God, let 
me have some light !" He almost jumped 
out of the chair. 

"Humph, too much like the electric chair, 
Billy?" Hurley remarked jokingly. 

A stream of oaths was Billy's answer. 

It was with no idea of inflicting per- 
verse cruelty that Hurley made this grue- 
some suggestion — he had a definite pur- 
pose. In dealing with a criminal, it is 
necessary to find the weak link in his 
armor of morale, so that a direct attack 
may be made on his weakest spot. 

Considerably shaken from this experi- 
ence, Monahan was driven directly to the 
New Britain jail from the hospital. The 
sunlight served to revive him, however. 
When he met the warden, he gave him a 
piece of facetious advice. 

"Look out that you don't let me get 
hold of a can opener, Warden," he joked. 
"I'd get out of this old can in a jiffy, if 
I laid my hands on one." 

WHEN' Hurley telephoned me that 
Boston Billy was at last safely in 
jail, it seemed that our troubles were 
over, at last. After learning all the facts 
from him, I hurried up to the District 
Attorney's office to acquaint him with the 
capture. 

He was talking over the telephone when 
I entered his office. 

"The principal point is that you did get 
him," he was saying. "We'll see that he 
doesn't get away again." 

"Boston Billy's in the New Britain jail," 
I said, as soon as he hung up the receiver, 
"but I guess from what you were saying, 
that you know that all ready." 

"Yes, that was Hurley talking," the Dis- 
trict Attorney admitted, smiling. "He was 
just saying that it was funny that Boston 
Billy, who has the reputation of being a 
deadly shot, was shot by the poorest 
marksman in the Nassau County Police 
Department." Then he added soberly, 
"Now, it may be that the authorities from 
other police departments will be on hand 
when he is brought back, so we had better 
meet the ferry at Greenport to prevent 
them from stealing our prisoner from us!" 

I gave him a resume of Hurley's de- 
tailed report of the capture. Then I 
went below to attend to other affairs. As 
the District Attorney hinted, though we 
had our man safely in jail, we were by 
no means out of the woods, after all. As 
soon as news of his arrest was broadcast, 
officials from all quarters would swoop 
down upon us — and unless the audacious 
burglar could be persuaded to help us tie 
him up securely in our jail, it was quite 
possible that he would be taken out of 
our hands. 

However, that was the District Attor- 
ney's little problem. And with his ex- 
traordinary insight, and knowledge of 
crook psychology. I was pretty confident 
that he would find a way to make even 
the hard-boiled Boston Billy come across. 

District Attorney Edwards will now tell 
of the later developments : 

THOUGH Williams— or Monahan, as 
we now knew him to be — had escaped 
the police net again and again, and so 
evaded capture, the knowledge obtained 
I during the chase had put some very strong 



weapons into our hands, now that he was 
a prisoner. 

To put the evidence into shape was 
routine work, but it would take some time — 
and during that time it was possible that 
the authorities from other States might 
appear on the scene and, with their evi- 
dence already prepared, take our prisoner 
from us — and, as a matter of fact, as 
every newspaper reader knows, an attempt 
to do this actually was made. 

Consequently, when Hurley and Spencer 
arrived at the Long Island side of the 
Greenport Ferry, Captain King and I were 
on hand to greet them. 

While Barry had been sullen and 
morosely stubborn when captured, Mona- 
han was facetious and scornful. 

Cynical, where Barry was sentimental ; 
domineering, where Barry was easily led ; 
keen of intellect, sharp-witted, ready to 
take advantage of every point — he was the 
sort whose intelligence would have to be 
appealed to, whereas it had been possible 
to "get at" Barry through his chivalry and 
affections. 

And it is much more difficult to make 
an adequate appeal to a criminal's intelli- 
gence and prove to him that it is to his 
advantage to help the authorities, than it 
is to work on his feelings. According to 
the mass of data gathered by the detectives 
while on his trail, Monahan didn't have 
any sentiment in his make-up. Though a 
great success with the ladies, his technique 
was to take 'em and leave 'em, as the 
song has it. 

"Huh, this can will be easy to get out 
of," he remarked flippantly, as we entered 
the Nassau County Jail. "You'll never be 
able to keep me here." 

"Oh, perhaps, you'll be willing to re- 
main with us," I said, just as casually. 
"After you've been attended to by the 
identification department, I'm going to 
have a little talk with you and see if I 
can't convince you that it'll be to your ad- 
vantage to help us." 

By the time Monahan had been 
"mugged" and finger-printed, I had my at- 
tack all planned out. 

OUR little talk together lasted a couple 
of hours. I took up the robberies, 
one after the other, and with apparent 
frankness, presented all the evidence we 
had against him in each. I took great 
care, however, to speak only of the 
robberies. 

At the start, he kept up his flippant atti- 
tude. He had the means to engage high- 
priced counsel, and he seemed to feel very 
secure, indeed. However, gradually I got 
under his skin. Remembering Hurley's 
description of the scene in the X-ray room, 
I very carefully forebore to mention the 
shootings in three cases which I quizzed 
him about very carefully. This, I could 
see, worried him considerably. While ap- 
parently laying all cards on the table, I 
was, he appreciated, holding back higher 
ones. Nor did I make mention of any of 
his women friends, whom, he must have 
known, we had quizzed very thoroughly. 

At the end of two hours, I rose. He 
looked rather white with fatigue and the 
pain in his leg, but he was still full of 
fight. 

"Now, Monahan, I'm going to leave 
you. You know the game's up, but you're 
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pretty well tired out, I am sure, and you 
must be suffering from that leg. I'll bet 
it's bothering you a lot," I said sympa- 
thetically. "Would you like to have it re- 
dressed ?" 

He looked surprised, but the sneering 
look had left his face at this human touch, 
and he accepted the suggestion grate- 
fully. 

"I ll see that the doctor comes here 
and takes care of it right away," I 
promised him. 

More bothering than his leg. however, 
was the mystery of my not mentioning the 
murders. He knew that the facts about 
at least one killing were known to flic 
police. It had not been premeditated mur- 
der, and he might have gotten off with a 
few years — but he didn't know that. The 
idea of the electric chair filled his 
thoughts. 

"I'm not going to sec you again until 
tomorrow, and nobody else is going to 
question you until then," I told him after 
I had risen. He looked at me, puzzled. 
"But, Monahan, you have to decide be- 
tween now and then, whether you want to 
take a long, long ride from Xassau 
County, in connection with the Livermore 
robbery, et cetera — so long that other 
prosecuting authorities won't be inter- 
ested in you — or whether you want to be 
swapped to one of the other States — to 
be burned!" 

It was strange that the insouciant, senti- 
mental Barry had little fear of death — 
while Monahan, the daredevil burglar, was 
terrorized by it ! 

Suddenly, Boston Billy wilted like a 
deflated balloon. His high spirits disap- 
peared as if blighted; he covered his face 
with his hands, and rested his elbows on 
the arms of his chair — the picture of de- 
jection. 

"Oh, God !" he groaned in agony. "A 
gay life while it lasts — but it always leads 
to the hoosegow !" 

Well. Monahan came across all right — 
and took that long, long ride from Xassau 
County. 

Fifty years in prison was the penalty 
he was called upon to pay for his "gay 
life." 

At Sing Sing he became so unmanage- 
able that he was transferred to Dan- 
nemora, and there he will remain until he 
is an old, old man, unless death claims 
him before that. 
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June 1st 




This is Your 
chance femake 

?100 0Q 

\ cs, if you want to make Si 00 ^rpr? 
a week, this is your chance to do it. With- 
out any training or experience, you can 
immediately begin to make money — with- 
out investment, you can establish yourself 
in a big, profitable business. You can 
make at least $50 a week in spare time. 
You can have hundreds of customers, an 
automobile of your own and tremendous 
profits. 

$750— One Month's Profit 

It makes no difference what you are doing 
now, nor how much you are making, how 
old you are, or whether you are a man or 
a woman. Our proposition is so simple, so 
easy, so square and so clean-cut that you 
are bound to succeed. H. T. Pearl, of 
Oklahoma, made $750 in one month. R. L. 
Marshall, of New Jersey, cleared $80 in 
five hours. Jacob Myron, of Conn., made 
$13 his first afternoon. C. Vaughn, of 
Ohio, made $125 one week. Mrs. K. R. 

Roof, of S. Carolina, made $50 the first week in her 
spare time. Eugene Ducat, of Illinois, cleared $45 
the first two oays. You can do as well as any of 
these people. 

Amazing Profits Without Investment 

We are the originators and manufacturers of 
ZANOL Products — Delicious Food Products that 
are needed in every home. Toilet Preparations, 
Soaps, Laundry and Household Necessities. Wc 
sell millions of products every year direct from 
factory to consumer. By this means we give 
greater values, fresher goods and lower prices 
than could be secured in stores. We have thou- 
sands of customers in every section of the United 
States. And now we want a Representative in 
your territory through whom our customers can 
send us their orders. Never before have you 
been offered such a propositon as this. You can't 
fail. Men and women who were formerly salesmen, 
bookkeepers, farmers, merchants, skilled and un 
skilled workmen, teach- 



UDSON/fTprr 
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We want to help you in 
every way to make large 
profits and we offer to 
provide a new Hudson 
Super-Six Coach without 
any expense to you what- 
ever. Mail the coupon 
for details of the plan 
that will give you this 
handsome closed car 
without expense and an 
income of $50 to $100 a 
week. 



ers, preachers — people 
from all walks of life- 
have found it an easy 
matter to make a big 
success as ZANOL Repre- 
sentatives. 

SEND NO MONEY 

Just send me your name 
and I will tell you BOW to 
get started. I will give 
you all the facts. You do 
not need to risk a penny. 
You do not need to agree 
to do anything, nor to 
pay anything. You owe 
it to yourself to find out 
about this great proposi- 
tion before it is too late. 
So write now. Just pill 
your name and address 
on the coupon and mail 
it to me at once. 



Mail This NOW 



I Albert Mills, Pres., American Products Co. J 
| 404 Monmouth Ave., Cincinnati, Ohio. 

I Please send me, without cost or obligation, de- | 

k tails of your new plan by means of which I can j 
J make from $50 to $100 a week. 

| Name I 

I I 

| Address | 

I City State J 

| © A. P. Co., (Print or Write Plainly) I 
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Go to High 
School at Home 

You can secure a high school education 
right at home by studying the splendid new 
courses recently prepared by the Interna- 
tional Correspondence Schools. 

These courses are equivalent to the courses given 
in resident high schools. They have been specially 
arranged for men and women who wish to meet 
college entrance examinations, to qualify for a busi- 
ness position, or to make up the education they 
missed when forced to leave school too soon. 

The College Preparatory Course, the High School 
Commercial Course and the High School English 
Course include English, algebra, ancient, medieval, 
modern and U. S. history, physiology, literature, 
geography, Latin, bookkeeping, drawing, geometry, 
shorthand, physics, chemistry, salesmanship, adver- 
tising, civics, trigonometry, economics, Amencan busi- 
ness law, corporation finance, money and banking, 
business and trade economics, etc A diploma is 
given at graduation. C5 

The lessons are easy to understand and you will 
make rapid progress because you will be in a class 
by yourself and you will study under the guidance 
of instructors who are sincerely interested in helping 
you to get ahead and achieve the bigger things of 
life. 



Just mark and mail the coupon and we will gladly 
fend you interesting free booklets describing the High 
School Courses of the International Correspondence 
Schools or any other subject in which you are 
interested. 



INTERNATIONAL CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOLS 
Box 3 155-D. Scranton. Penna. 

Hesse send me one of your booklets containing informa- 
tion about the position or subject before which I am mark- 
ing an X: 

B College Preparatory Course 
High School Commercial Course 
□ High School English Course 

BHigh School Vocational Course 
High School Agricultural Course 

1 Office Management □ Secretarial Work 

J Industrial Management □ Salesmanship □Advertising 

j Traffic Management □ Show Card Lettering 

1 Accounting and C. P. A. D Stenography and Typing 

I Coaching □ Railway Mall Clerk 

Cost Accounting Q English □ Civil Service 

1 Bookkeeping Q Common School Subjects 

] Spanish □ French □ Illustrating □Cartooning 

TECHNICAL AND INDUSTRIAL COURSES 

□ Electrical Engineering Q Architect 

n Electric Lighting Q Architects' Blueprints 

□ Mechanical Engineer □ Contractor and Builder 

□ Mechanical Draftsman D Architectural Draftsman 

□ Machine Shop Practice Q Concrete Builder 

□ Railroad Positions Q Structural Engineer 

U Gas Engine Operating fj Chemistry □ Pharmacy 

U Civil Engineer □ Automobile Work 

§ Surveying and Mapping Q Navigation □ Mathematics 

Metallurgy □ Radio Q Airplane Engines 

Steam Engineering □ Agriculture and Poultry 

Name 

Street 

Address 

City SUte 

// you rrtidr in Canada, tend this coupon to the Interna' 
ficnal Correspondence School* Canadian, Limited, Montreal 




Regular $12.00 ralue. Newest 
daintiest, fashionable Lad ms' 
Watch. Whit* g»\<i finish. Usn- 



ccursto 

Ik ETV.S- 

Scnd no money. 



reliable timekeeper 

Kim ribbon. Send L 
y postman $3.99 pi 
JENKINS, 621 Broad* 
New York. N. Y. Dept. 3 



"And Their Own Hands Shall 
Convict Them!" 

(Continued from /></</r 49) 




PRICES 
GUT 



World's 
best makes — Under- 
wood. Reminaton. Oliver- 
prices smsahed to almost ball. 



— prices HiuiinTO *— ~ 

and it's yours 



All late models completely rebuilt andrennuhed 
brsnd CI' \1< VNTKKD for ten YKAR8. 

FREE cataloc showr 




actual machines in full color*. Get our direet-to-you easy payment plan and 
10-dav Ire*- trial offer. LtmiUd list*, so wrtfe forfaw. . 
International Typewriter Ex.. 186 W. Lake St.. Dept.«-Z Chicago 



done, that it was obviously accomplished 
under a microscope and must have taken 
all of eight hours. The evidence against 
Means was overwhelming, and the will 
was disqualified." 

ANOTHER interesting will case which 
went through Mr. Horton's office 
was that of Rafael Arocena, a multimil- 
lionaire from Mexico, who died at the 
Hotel Plaza in New York City after a 
wild drinking orgy. 

A young Cuban girl named Senorita 
Consuelo Cerrases had been Mr. Arocena's 
companion for a considerable time, while 
he played around the United States in a 
whirlwind of jazz, liquor, and hectic par- 
ties, and the sudden death of the Mexican 
Croesus cut off her unlimited supplies. She 
placed her case in the hands of a Xew 
York attorney, who claimed a share in the 
$80,000,000 estate. The man had died in- 
testate, and his heirs were a family of 
natural sons in Mexico City. 

Then, one day, Mrs. Myra Kingman 
Miller, a prominent club woman, flashed a 
letter which she claimed she had received 
from Arocena. In this, he announced his 
marriage to Senorita Cerrases. This put 
the claim on an entirely different status. 

Scenting fraud, the lawyers who repre- 
sented the deceased Arocena's family, 
turned the letter over to Mr. Horton. A 
photograph of the original, which was 
written in Spanish, appears on page 48. A 
translation of the letter follows: 

My very esteemed Madam: 

I wish to announce to you my marriage 
in the second week of April, to the young 
lady of whom I spoke to you before. Miss 
Consuelo Cerrases. When you and your 
enchanting daughter come to Xew York, 
I hope to have the pleasure of presenting 
her to you. 

She is a girl of good education, which 
she received in one of those fine institu- 
tions, a convent; I am sure that she will 
please you. 

Thank you for your welcome letter. My 
best wishes to you both, and to your 
charming daughter. 

Affectionately, 

Rafael Arocena. 

Almost at a glance, Mr. Horton sus- 
pected that the signature was not a genu- 
ine one. Under an aplanatic magnifier, he 
discovered an outcropping of graphite. 

"It was not a written, but a drawn sig- 
nature," Mr. Horton explained. i was 
convinced that it was 'bad' — also I had a 
strong hunch that it was Mrs. Miller her- 
self who had concocted the letter. On the 
back of the page were a lot of scribbled 
notes, obviously in her own handwriting. 
My knowledge of typewriters told me the 
make of the machine that had been used 
to type the marriage announcement. But 
our problem was to find the particular 
typewriter ! 

"Mrs. Miller, like Mr. Arocena, was in 
the habit of traveling almost constantly 
from one State to another. The sought- 
after typewriter migtit be in California, 
Florida, Virginia, Illinois, or Xew York. 
T. V. S. Petersen, the famous ex- Scotland 



Yard detective, whose cases have often 
appeared in True Detective MYSTERIES, 
was engaged to trace the machine. \\ a 
had carte blanche, and so operatives were 
employed in each of the cities where we 
believed that the lady had sojourned from 
time to time. 

"Hundreds of specimens were sent in. 
I compared the type with that of the Aro- 
cena letter, and made photomicrographs 
of those which were remarkably similar. 
To make a long and complicated story 
short, we finally discovered the machine 
upon which the letter had been written — 
it was in the office of a moving-picture 
concern which had made exploitation films 
during the War. Mrs. Miller had been 
interested in that movement — and the type- 
writer was one that had been used by her 
exclusively. 

"Before Referee Louis A. Van Doran, 
of Xassau Street, Xew York, Mrs. Miller 
finally admitted that she wrote the letter. 
She was roundly scored, but, as no com- 
plaint was made to the police, she was not 
arrested for forgery. This one misstep, 
however, preyed on her mind, as well as 
the humiliation she suffered from the ref- 
eree's denunciation, and she died a few 
months later." 

MANY forged and raised checks are 
brought to Mr. Horton for analysis. 
When examining genuine checks to deter- 
mine whether the amounts have been 
raised, he applies certain chemicals to the 
amount, as filled in, and any difference in 
the inks is brought out vividly. Photo- 
micrographs are also made, and these will 
plainly show infinitesimal faults in join- 
ing together the parts of altered figures 
or letters. Erasures which have been 
made with the use of chemicals are dis- 
closed by the use of other chemicals. 

"It is almost impossible for a forger 
to obtain exactly the same ink as that 
used by the writer of the check," said Mr. 
Horton. "In one instance, a check which 
was raised from one thousand dollars to 
seven thousand dollars was submitted to 
a chemical test, and the bar on the figure 
7/ which apparently had been of exactly 
the same shade and color as the remainder 
of the figure, turned a bright red! 

"Contrary to popular opinion, it is not 
an easy matter to tell the exact age of 
ink on a document. Most common inks 
are made from iron nut-gall. This slowly 
degenerates after it has been applied to 
paper, and, after a certain stage, returns 
to its natural elements. If a piece of 
disputed writing is analyzed, however, it 
is a very simple matter to tell whether the 
whole has been written at one time, or 
whether interlineations and changes have 
been added." 

OXE of Brooklyn's most mysterious 
murders was solved by a scrap <>f 
paper found pinned on the body of the 
victim. It bore the word "Vengeance," 
written in Italian. This was turned over 
to Mr. Horton. He recognized the paper 
by its water-mark as being made by a 
certain firm. A visit to their offices re- 
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Analyze Your 
Eating Habits! 

You Will Be Shocked f 

but 

It May Save Your Life • 

Y!»i" bare heard ail yon? of tm& combina- 
tions «>f fou<i. Wfeon y<>u Nil ■ f""<i combina- 
tion that Is so «xtrviu« ly bad that the stomach 
p..>itiv.iy cannot nnd will not stand it von be- 
come nolentlj nanseated or contract dlanbea. 
That kind of bad Bood combination you recognize 
because it cannot be ignored. 

lint, do you n'<*o>rniz«' tin- d<»z« i ns and dozens of 
other food combinations that are fur worse for you, 
because while poisonous to thr system, are not 
sufficiently violent t<» cans.- rj»-<tin«nt ? Those are 

the foods that kill. becauM inatead of being vio- 
lently i-.ist forth they ire absorbed bi tne syst em, 

whirh becomes saturated with insidious poisons 
tliat slowly but lOrely sap away health and vitality. 

"Eating for Health and Strength" 

Is the wonderful new bonk by IWrnarr Ifacfaddcn that 
covers the subject of diet so completely and at the 
same time iti a manner so simple and easily under- 
stood that you are enabled to «ra*p all of the under- 
lying laws of nutrition almost without an effort. 

As a health insurance policy this l>ook by the 
greatest living physical eulturlst is worth its weight 
in gold. 

By following its teachings you are enabled to choose 
and combine your food so intelligently that your Inxly 
receives exactly the nourishment it should have. 

By following its teachings you avoid all of the 
unhappy consequences of dietary errors that are killing 
countless thousands. 

If you have your own best interest and the interests 
of those you love at heart, you will wish to examine 
a copy first-hand. All that is necessary is to send 
your order today. Do not send any money but pay 
$2.00 plus postage upon receipt. After that, examine 
the book for 5 days, and then if for any reason you 
do not wish to keep it. send it back. Your money 
will be refunded promptly. 

Macfadden Publications, Inc. 

Dept. TD-6, 1926 Broadway, New York City 

BE A DETECTIVE 

Good p«y. steady work, malt and female wanted everywhere. Complete 
course of Thirty Lessons with actual report* on shadowing, roping, invea- 
tigntms. etc. Also identification card, and free advice to all member*. 
All for (3.00 money back guarantee — 'nurt said. 

WILLIAMS DETECTIVE SERVICE 
7 Beck man Street. N. Y. C. 

2 RINGS GIVEN 

Your Initial. Platinti 
and Onyx effect Sig- 
net Ring and Latest 
_ Novelty Love Ring-. 
BOTH KREKfor aellinir 
12 bottles Perfume at 16 
renta each. 

Columbia Novelty Co. 
Dcpt T-244 E.Boiton.MasS 
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To Any Suit! 

'Double the life of your 
coat and vest with perfectly 
matched pants. 100,000 patterns, 
fcvery pair hand tailored to your measure; DO 
"readyrnades." Our match dent FREE for your 
O. K. before pants are made. Fit guaranteed. 
Send piece of cloth or vest today. 

SUPERIOR MATCH PANTS COMPANY 



115 SO. Dearborn Street, 



Dept. 118. Chicago 



Beautiful Complexion 

IN 15 DAYS 

Clear your complexion of pimples, blackheads, 
whiteheads, red npota. enlarged pores, oily 3H 
and other blemishes. * 




. can give you • < 

plexion soft. rosy, clear, velvety beyond i, 

fondest dream. And I do it in a few day. My 
method is different. No cosmetics, lotions, 
eahree. soaps, clay, ointments, plasters, band- 
sees, masks, vapor sprays, massage, rollers or 
other Implements. No diet, no fasting. Nothing 
to take. Cannot injure the most delicate skin. 
S*nd for my Free Booklet. You are not obli- 
gated. Send no money. Just get the facta. 

Dorothy Ray, 420 Washington Aye., Suite S-A, WUmette, III. 

learn to Dance 

This New Easy Way 

You caa learn all the modern dances- 
Charleston. Rlack Bottom. Valencia. Can- 
ter. French Tango. St. Louis Hop. Latest 
Waltzes. Kox Trots, etc . at home easily 



Send No Money 

J oat aend your name and address. We'll 
ship the complete course— S23 pages. 49 il- 
lustrations—without one cent in advance. 
When packsge arrives, hand postman only 



Money back if i 

FRANKLIN PUB. CO. 800 N.CIarkSt.Dep. C-206 Chicago 




True Detective Mysteries 

vealed the fact that the sheet had been 
torn from a small pocket memorandum 
book. 

A list of Brooklyn stores in the vicinity 
where the murdered man had been found 
was obtained. This narrowed down the 
radius of the search. Only a few stores 
carried the style and size of note-book 
sought. Detectives scoured the neighbor- 
hood of these shops, and finally learned 
of a man who had been an intimate friend 
of the dead man. 

This suspect's house was searched. A 
small note-book, with a page torn out, was 

' found. This was conveyed to Mr. Horton. 
He fitted the scrap of paper with the 
jagged edge of the " cine." and found they 

\matched exactly! Furthermore, the hand- 
writing in the note-book corresponded with 
that on the paper left by the murderer, 

| who had made no attempt to disguise his 
writing. ^ ( 

DOISON-PEN letters are also fre- 
* quently turned over to Mr. Horton for 
examination. 

Not long ago, the States of New York 
and New Jersey were flooded with a par- 
ticularly vicious form of such letters. 
They were ^all addressed to prospective 
brides, and were very vile. The post- 
office stamp showed that they were mailed 
in Middletown, N. Y. 

A corps of detectives were stationed to 
watch people who mailed letters. Each 
one was supplied with a specimen of the 
crank's writing. One day, a very smartly 
dressed girl, who belonged to one of the 
best social circles in that city, was trapped. 
Her penmanship had many odd features in 
it, and Mr. Horton had no difficulty in 
proving that she was responsible for the 
deluge of mischievous mail. 

Her parents were very strict, and had 
never permitted her to accept the atten- 
tions of beaux. This had evidently preyed 
on her mind, and developed the strange 
quirk which led her to annoy girls who 
were happier than she. Instead of prose- 
cuting her, the Post-Office authorities per- 
mitted her father to send her away to a 
sanitarium, where she was found to be 
hopelessly insane. 

"Xo matter how painstakingly a person 
may try to change his handwriting," Mr. 
Horton holds, ' he cannot altogether sub- 
merge certain inherent qualities in it. 
Though each person's writing matures, 
and men in certain professions, such as 
lawyers and physicians, think it is 'the 
tiling' to write an almost undecipherable 
scrawl, there are certain qualities never 
lost, which tell the expert eye the school 
of handwriting in which the individual 
studied." 

IT was principally due to Mr. Horton 
that William Creasy was freed from 
the death-house. Creasy had been tried 
for killing a young school teacher named 
Edith E. Lavoy, and was convicted of 
murder in the first degree, chiefly on the 
evidence of the following letter, supposed 
to have been written by the dead girl : 

Dear Billie: 

Your letter received today, and I 
have no words in which to tell you 
how surprised and shocked I am to 
know of the state you must be in, to 
do the things you are doing. Now, 
for your sake, as well as mine, pull 
yourself together, and go back to your 
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Railroad Fare 
to Chicago 

Included Without Extra 
Cost If You Act NOW ! 

Write at Once for FREE Electrical 
Book and Details of Great Offer 




— as taught in the Great COYNE Shops— 

Prepares You for a 
Big-Pay, Fascinating 
Steady Job!!! 

Electricity is the field of Wonderful Opportunities 
today. It offers BIG PAY, clean, fascinating work 
and steady employment — anywhere, any time! 
COYNE-TRAINED MEN are in demand because 
COYNE training is complete and thorough. 

Complete Electrical Training 

in 12 Happy Weeks at COYNE 

My newly-enlarged Electrical Course is the result of 
29 years of experience, solving the needs of young 
men and of the Electrical Field. My course is abso- 
lutely thorough, easy to master, covers every single 
phase and factor of the subject and fits men for BIG 
Electrical jobs, HIGH-SALARIED, thrilling jobs. 

YOU DON'T NEED ADVANCED 
EDUCATION OR EXPERIENCE 

My Employment 
Department gives 
you Lifetime employ- 
ment help without a 
penny of extra charge. 



Earn While You 
Learn at COYNE 




Make this the happiest season of your life. Chicago fa a 
wonderful resort city, offering unrivalled recreation with- 
out interfering with your studies. 

Send Right Away for FREE Book and 
Special Offer of R. R. Fare and 
Extra Courses 

Be sure to send at ones for my big FREE BOOK contain- 
lnff 151 actual photos of electrical operations and methods: 
also my special offer of Railroad Fare and 2 Big Couraea. 
Write today before offer is withdrawn. 

COYNE 

ELECTRICAL SCHOOL 



N. C. LEWIS, President 

500 So. Paulina St., 



Established 1899 

Dept. A-862 Chicago 



■ II > Mil HI Illllllllll Illlliillllllllllllllllllllll 

I H. C. LEWIS, Prosldent, Dept. A-862 

= COYNE ELECTRICAL SCHOOL 

r SOO So. Paulina St., Chicago, III. 

5 Dear H.C.— Yoa can juat bat I want one of those bi* I 

Z FREE 12 x 16 books with 161 actual photographs uf electrical 

~ operations and shop scenes, printed in two colors. Send it quick. 

Z before the supply is exhausted. Be sure to tell me all about 

S Special Offer of t Bio Extra Court* * and Free Hailroad Fare. 



Z Street. 
5 Town.. 
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Before Kenneth McCarty 
Mailed that Coupon 
He was an 
$18^ Clerk- 
Today 

Income 



Play for Fun or 
$5,000 a Year 

Whether a salary of $65 to 
1100 a week — or spare-time 
playing at $5. $10, $15or more 
a night — interests you or not 
— think of the fun in store 
for you. In one to three 
months we can train you at 
home to play this marvelous, 
melodious instrument with a 
fine, easy skill that will make 
you the envy of all other 
eyea. You're passing up the 
beat times of your life if you 
paas up an opportunity like 
this to learn at slight cost and 
with no inconvenience at all 
the world's most popular in- 
strument. Decide NOW to 
learn more about The Play- 
Way — the quickest, surest, 
short - cut to social and pro- 
fessional success. 

FREE Book 
Tells How 

Send at once for "The Play- 
Way to Popularity and Big 
Pay." Learn all about our 
unique method of training 
you at home- about the big. 
Tenor Banjo. Phonojrraph Re- 
cords and Outfit that we send 



first lesson. Pleasure, pop- 
ularity and hi g pay are open 
to you I Get this FRKK 
Book. Clip the coupon while 
it's here before your eyes ! 



IS 

$85^9 
aWeeK 

After completing the 
course he wrote us: 
"Yours is the finest 
course ever presented for the 
Tenor Banjo. Before I enroll- 
ed with you. I knew nothing 
whatever about music. 1 was 
earning $18.00 weekly clerk- 
ing in a store. Little did I 
realize the opportunity that 
had come. I took up the course 
just for fun. But here I am, 
playing in one of the best or- 
chestrasin Western Michigan 
and making $85.00 a week. 
Your course and your kind 
cooperation have made me a 
professional Tenor Banjo - 

ISt." Kenneth MeCarty. Park- 
tnnc Hotel, South Haven, Mich. 

You Get Phonograph 
Records, too 

Every selection of this course 
—fifty-five in all -comes to 
you on a phonograph record. 
You hear the instruc- 
tor's playing just as 
though he were 
right at your side 
The Play-Wayis 
different. inter- 
esting. FOOL- 
PROOF. Get 
the good news 
the coupon 
br i nffi, 
SEND 
FOR IT 
NOW! 




I A. F. Bloch. President. 
I New York Academy of Music. 
I Studio 62068. 100 Fifth Avenue. 
I New York City. 

{ Send me the book that started MeCarty . 
■ No obligation whatsoever on my part 
J understand. 

I Name 

I 

I Address 



job — settle down to work again, and 
let Time settle the rest. Perhaps you 
don't realize how all this is affecting 
me — you worry me, and it's having its 
effect on my health. 

When you are calmer and yourself 
again, you will realize how honest I 
have been with you — do you think it 
quite right to blame mc for that very 
honesty ? Can love be forced ? Would 
you want a wife who did not love 
you? 

As for the gun, I will take good 
care of it, and keep it for you. 

Billie, you say you love me — it you 
do, you will do no rash and* wicked 
thing. That is not the way out for a 
strong man and a soldier. That is 
tin way of a coward and a weakling — 
one who is afraid to face life. In 
the old days, I thought you a strong 
man — not a weakling. Don't make 
me know that 1 was mistaken. I am 
sorry that you lost the money, but 
why be foolish? Go back to your 
job, and work — that will help you 
more than any other thing. Billie, I 
am sorry for all this, but again, brace 
up and do your part — we all have to. 

Write me again soon. I sincerely 
hope that the letter will tell me that 
you are working and your normal self 
again. I am sending you my best 
thoughts and praying that 'God will 
open your eyes to the right. I 
Sincerely, 

Me. 

Mr. Horton proved that the damning 
letter had been written by another teacher, 



r Send 
loo 



Give us in STRICT CONFIDENCE > 
j few personal facts age - occu- 
pation, etc. and one or two releren 
ces. We ship promptly for 30 DAYS 
TRIAL. N satisfied pay few do Mar* monthly, 
otherwise we refund deposit upon return. 
"FREE CATALOG - - of other bic values on easy 
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Ladies Wrist Watch- Solid wl.. 
Four ceo. diamonds - Four 
"lire* - 16 j. movement. 
S3 77 monthly. 
18kt. white irold new deaiirn, fine 
. m white diamond. $37. SO. 
S3. 65 monthly. 

3 18 kt. while ►colH-Seren diamond 
cluster - Four blue nupphircs 
$57. SO. S5.6S monthly. 

Gents 14 kt. white sold nnsr. fin, 
_ te white diamond. $47.50. 
$4.65 monthly. 

S Genu Strap Watch. Jeweled 
movement • radium hands and dial 
$11.50. SI. 05 monthly. 




O.F.BALE &. CO. 

esr. taae 

21' A Maiden Lane -J/eivYbrk, 



Miss Edna M. Shoemaker, and when she 
was confronted with the expert's anal- 
ysis and his greatly enlarged photographs 
of certain lines, compared with samples of 
her writing, she confessed that she had 
done so. Creasy was freed. 

A WILL case which caused consider- 
able talk at the time was that of 
Fanstyn Jackowski, a well-to-do resident 
of Duryea, Pennsylvania, who died as the 
result of an explosion of some dynamite 
he was using to blast tree-stumps. 

In the will offered for probate (see 
reproduction of this document on page 
49) Jackowski left all his property to his 
brother, John Jackowski. Lawyers repre- 
senting two sisters of the deceased, de- 
clared the will was fraudulent. Mr. Hor- 
ton was asked to examine the disputed 
document. 

"I found with mighty little trouble that 
the signature had been traced," Mr. Horton 
said. "The will was written on light-blue 
paper, such as was used in the local rail- 
road office. One of the witnesses to the 
will worked in that railroad office. His 
desk was searched, and a blotter was 
found, bearing the impressions of sev- 
eral trial signatures of 'Faustyn Jackow- 
ski.' The typewriter with which the will 
had been written was also found in that 
office. The witness admitted he had drawn 
up and witnessed the will — and the estate 
was divided in accordance with the laws 
governing the estates of persons who die 
intestate." 



A Show-Down with Blackmail 



(Continued from page 27) 



"They probably have heard about the 
murder from the servants," said Xesbit, as 
he joined us. "Come here a minute, Rob- 
erts," he called to a young lawyer who 
was passing. "What's the matter down 
here ?" 

Roberts gazed at us in open hostility, 
much to our surprise, for he was a friend 
of Xesbit's. "Couldn't you find any other 
place to raid?" he replied. "Why don't 
you tackle the fellows that sell the stuff, 
if yon have to <1<> something?" 

"VV7I1AT are you talking about?" 
VV asked Nesbit. 

"Pretty cheap, I think," continued Rob- 
erts. "I don't believe there's five quarts 
of whiskey in the place, and that belongs 
to men who've been drinking all their 
lives, and don't know how to get along 
without it." 

"Wake up. man." said Nesbtt "We're 
here because there's been a murder com- 
mitted." 

Roberts looked dumbfounded. "Where? 
Who?'" he asked quickly. 

"Never mind that now. Who told you 
WC were raiding the place for whiskey?" 

"W hy, Lengerke. He rushed out of the 
door a few minutes ago, carrying a suit- 
case, and when we wanted to know what 
had happened, he said the police were 
searching the Club for whiskey, and that 
he was trying to get it out of the build- 
ing." 

"Where's Carey?" exclaimed Smithson, 
and he and Nesbit started for Lengerke's 
office. Before they reached it, George, the 
porter, came stumbling down the stairs, 



three steps at a time, his eyes popping and 
his face a ghastly gray color. 

Smithson caught him by the shoulder 
as he tried to pass. "What's the matter: 

"A man stabbed!" he shouted. "I 
didn't do it, boss — let me go!" 

"Come along and show us where," said 
Smithson. 

"No, boss, no! Let me go, boss!" 

"Listen," commanded Smithson sternly, 
" — you lead OS to where that man is, and 
be quick about it!" 

George, trembling like a leaf, led us to 
the second- floor bathroom, and there on 
the floor we found Carey -a knife stick- 
ing in his chest. 

"You'll have to clear out, gentlemen." 
said Nesbit to the crowd of men who had 
followed us upstairs. 

Smithson had been fond of Carey, who 
had worked with him for many years. He 
stood looking at the body for a time, his 
jaw set, a grim, hard expression on his 
rugged face that boded no good to the 
person guilty of this dastardly crime. 

"Pull yourself together, Chief," said 
Xesbit. "We've got to catch the man 
who did this." 

In five minutes a general alarm for 
Lengerke had been sent out. We have 
a system of calling policemen on their 
beats, in an emergency, by lights flashing 
from the tops of the call boxes. Every 
patrolman, when he sees that light, tele- 
phones the Central Station for instruc- 
tions. All roads out of the city were 
watched, and an intensive search started. 
Carey was popular among the members of 



True Detective Mysteries 



91 



Freckle Soap 

washes away 

Freckles 




1JAROLA Freckle Soap i>cm-trates the pores. 
*^ I oftcni the skin and removes freckles and skin 
spots miety* completely. It simply washes them away. 

Narola soap not only rids you of freckles, but it 
reveals the fairness and beauty of your skin, bringing 
yon the charm and beauty of a clear, soft, unfreckled 
skin — an attractiveness rightfully yours. 

Aside from freckles and other skin spots. Narola is 
matchless for the complexion of young or old. Special 
price to readers of this magazine, three full-size 
50-cent cakes for $1.00. Order today, enclosing $1 .00; 
or pay postman plus his fee. We guarantee results or 
refund your money. NAROLA CO., 511 A Archer 
Bldg.. Rochester. N. V. 



GO INTO BUSINESS 




for Yourself 

Establish and op- 
erate a " New Sys- 
tem N>e. laity Candy Factory" In your community. We 

furtmli rverv thing. Muaev making opportunity unlimitM. Either mm 
or women. B« Candy Booklet r w. Writs for it today. Don't put it off! 
W. HILLVtR RAOSDALE Drmr 39 EAST ORANGE. N. J. 

ALL THE RAGE 

Beautiful solid rold ah. Rin* with your 
own initial and two manic symbols— 
antique* nnish-tha rabbit for luck and 
the swan for personality. 
SEND NO MONEY— lust pay postman 

11.00 plus postage when ring arrives, 
loney back if not satisfied. Send size 
and initial wanted. 

IVI. FIELD BROS. CO. 
39 S. State St. CH ICAGO 

Home-Study 

Business Training 

Your opportunity will never be bigger than your 
preparation. Prepare now and reap the rewards of 
early success. Free 64-Page Books Tell How. Write 
NOW for book you want, or mail coupon with your 
name, present position and address in margin today. 

□ Higher Accountancy □ Business Correspondence 
□Credit and Collection 

Correspondence 

□ Modern Foretnanshlp 

□ Personnel Management 

□ Expert Bookkeeping 
□C. P. A. Coaching 

□Industrial Management □Business English 

□ Banking and Finance □ Commercial Spanish 

□ Telegraphy □Effective Speaking 

□ Business Management □Stenotypy— Stenography 
LaSallc Extension University, Dept. 688 R Chicago 



□ Modern Salesmanship 
□Traffic Management 

□ Railway Station 
Management 

□ Law: Degree of LL. B. 

□ Commercial Law 




End Catarrh 
This Easy Way! 

Thousands now end catarrh at home — 
mucus discharge, stopped-up nose, catarrhal 
deafness —with Hall's Catarrh Medicine. 
Successful for over 40 years. A healing 
Ointment, combined with a Tonic that acts 
through the blood on the mucous membranes 
and reduces the inflammation. Has helped 
even worse cases. 

Hall's Catarrh Medicine 

Combined Treatment at your Druggists. If he 
hasn't it, enclose 85c to F. J. Cheney & Co., 
Dept. 16, Toledo, Ohio 
TVrtte. for Xrw Radio [Log Book, Free to Catarrh Sufferers 



the Force, and they did not have to be 
urged to try to capture Lengerkc. 

IN the meantime, Smithson and Neshit 
were trying to find out something about 
Brewster. They strongly suspected that 
it was his blood that stained the mattress 
and sheets, but it was difficult to see how 
his body could have been concealed. The 
police succeeded in locating Brewster's 
private secretary, a man named Mendoza, 
and from him Xesbit learned that Brew- 
ster had not been near his office since the 
previous day, though there had been two 
important appointments awaiting his at- 
tention. 

When we got back to the Station, 
"Slick" Wilson. Senator Rogers' cam- 
paign manager, was pacing nervously up 
and down the corridor. 

"Hello. Wilson; do you want to see 
me?" asked Smithson. "I'm going to be 
pretty busy for the next hour or two." 

"Yes, I want to see you about Brtw 
ster," said Wilson in tense tones. 

"About Brewster, eh? Come into my 
private office." Nesbit and I followed him 
in. 

"What I'm going to tell you is confi- 
dential, and I want to talk to you alone," 
said Wilson, giving Nesbit a significant 
look. 

"There's nothing around here confiden- 
tial as far as Xesbit is concerned," said 
Smithson. "If you know anything about 
this murder, you'd better tell us for your 
own sake, before we find it out ourselves." 

"I know nothing specific about this mur- 
der, but I do know something that might 
have a bearing on it." Wilson was plainly 
nervous. He was a typical politician of 
the small-town type, tricky and unscrupu- 
lous in his methods of getting results, but 
not essentially bad. He would undoubt- 
edly tell anything he knew, rather than 
become involved with any of his asso- 
ciates who might have committed a crime. 

"Well, spill it!" said Smithson. "What 
do you know ':" 

"Understand now. Senator Rogers 
knows nothing about this. He lets me 
manage his campaigns, and he don't ask 
any questions. Thi> mail Brewster was 
giving us a hard fight. He had all the 
Church crowd back of him. We knew he 
was a stuffed shirt and a fool about 
women, but he kept it quiet, and we didn't 
have any way of proving anything against 
him. 

"I tackled tin*- fellow, Lengerke. to find 
nut whether he could put us wise t»> any 
thing. He stalled me off at first, until he 
could find what there was in it tor him- 
self. When he saw we meant business, he 
loosened up and told me Brewster had a 
woman coming to his room. I told him 
that if he would arrange to have tin 
woman discovered in Brewster's room, it 
would be worth a thousand dollars to 
him. You understand. Chief, we didn't 
intend to have any scandal. We were 
just going to suggest to Brewster that he 
didn't want to run for senator anyway, 
and we would forget whatever we had 
found out." 

WHEN did you make this arrange- 
ment with Lengerke?" 
"We've been dickering with him for a 
week or two. but we didn't complete ar- 
rangements until night before Last," 
"What arrangements did you make: 
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How were you going to handle it?" 

"Lengerke was to let us know when 
Brewster and the woman were in the 
room, and then he was to let me and a 
couple of private detectives in the kitchen 
door of the Club. We were to go up to 
the third floor, and get out on the fire- 
escape from the window at the end of the 
hall. Then all we had to do was to walk 
around and crawl in the window of Brew- 
ster's bedroom. We could put our propo- 
sition up to him, and that was all there 
was to it." 

"Well, what did you do?" asked Smith- 
son impatiently, as Wilson paused. 

"Lcngerke telephoned me about ten 
o'clock last night I was expecting to 
bear from him, and I had a couple of 
private dicks waiting in my office. We 
went over to the Club, and Lcngerke let 
us in the back door. He said Brewster 
had gone to his room, and that he'd seen 
the girl go in." 

Merc Xcsbit interrupted. "How could 
a girl get upstairs without anvone seeing 
her?" 

"Lcngerke said she went up through the 
Chtb restaurant, which has a door open- 
ing on the street. Lcngerke used to leave 
this door unlocked when they closed up 
for the night." 

"So Lcngerke was in on all this?" 

"Yes. The old man paid him. or gave 
him tips on the stock market, I guess. Be- 
sides, he had to stand in with him, it he 
wanted to keep his job. Brewster pretty 
nearly runs the Colonial C lub." 

"All right, (io ahead and tell us what 
you did." 

"Well, we walked up the stairs instead 
of using the elevator, so no one would 
Spot us. and got out on the fire-escape, as 
we'd planned. When we got around to 
where we could look in Brewster's win- 
dows, there was a hitch. We couldn't see 
any girl, and there was another man in 
the room with Brewster." 

Smithson gave Xcsbit a quick look, and 
it was evident that both were experiencing 
creat satisfaction in receiving this some- 
what startling information. 

"Who was it?" asked Ncsbit. 

"Couldn't tell," replied Wilson. "Brew- 
ster was facing the window, and the other 
man had his back to us. They were hav- 
ing a heavy argument of some kind. We 
didn't n 

"JUST a moment," interrupted Nesbit. 

J "You say they were having a heavy 
argument of some kind. Just how did 
they act?" 

"Why." said Wilson, "just like anybody 
docs who has an argument. They were 
sore at each other about something." 

"You are sure of that?" Xesbit ad- 
vanced a step nearer Wilson and eyed him 
steadily. 

"Absolutely." 

"How could you tell? Did you hear 
what they were saying?" 

"No, but the fellow who was talking 
to Brewster, was threatening him — I know 
that!" Wilson was becoming irritated at 
Nesbit's close questioning. "I could tell 
that in the short moment I saw them to- 
gether. He shoved his face close to 
Brewster's, and brought his hand up in a 
way that made me think he was going 
to hit him." 

"And how did Brewster act?" 

"Well, I onlv saw them in that short 



moment, as I tell you. Since the girl 
wasn't there, we didn't want Brewster to 
see us — or at least, wc didn't sec the girl 
there. Brewster looked calm and very 
cool. 1 don't think he said a word." 

"I see." said Xcsbit slowly. "That's a 
little different." 

I noted a thoughtful look on the detec- 
tive -'n fact' as he told Wilson to continue 
with his account of what had happened. 

"W c didn't wait. Thai other bird being 
there sailed our scheme. We went down 
to gee Lcngerke. and when wc told him 
about it. be was as surprised as we were, 
and be hurried US away. He insisted he 
had seen the girl go in Brewster's rooms 
and he didn't know anything about the 
man. Anyhow, every tiling was off for 
that night, and we went home. That's .ill 
1 know, but when I beard what had hap- 
pened, I thought I'd better tell you." 

"Sure that's all von know?" asked Xes- 
bit. 

"So help me, that's every bit." 

"What time did you leave the Club?" 

"Well, it was about ten o'clock when 
I-cngerke telephoned us to come over. 1 
don't believe it was more than half an 
hour later when wc left." 

"The other man was still in Brewster - 
rooms ?" 

"He was there when we left the win- 
dow." 

"Can't you give us any idea what he 
looked like?" 

"He seemed to be medium-sized. Hi^ 
hat was off, and my impression is, as I re- 
call it now. that he had black hair. That's 
every earthly thing I can say. There 
wasn't any reason for trying to sec who 
he was. We wanted to get away without 
getting caught." 

WHO were the two private detectives 
with you?" 
"Nickels and Gross. You know 'cm 
both." 

"You get them over here as quick as 
you can." 

"All right. They're over at my office 
now. I told 'em to wait there till I saw 
you." 

Nesbit glanced at Smithson, who gave 
an imperceptible nod. 

"You go over and get them and wait 
outside with them until we send for you 
to come in." directed Smithson. 

Xcsbit stepped over to a phone booth 
near by, but was back again in a few 
momen ts , 

"I guess it's pretty plain what hap- 
pened. Lengerke thought he'd do a little 
blackmailing on his own account, and 
when Brewster threatened to put him in 
jail, he turned on him like a rat. and 
killed him," said Smithson, as Nesbit 
paused to light a cigarette. 

The detective shook his head dubiously. 
"That doesn't sound like Lengerke, to me. 
He's a rat, but I don't believe he had nerve 
enough to kill Brewster, and the girl, and 
Carey." 

But Smithson didn't agree. "W ilson's 
story proves Lengerke is a crook, and 
no one but Lengerke had the chance to kill 
Carey. I'll stake my life, too, that he 
killed Brewster." 

Nesbit paced across the room a couple 
of times, obviously tracing through the 
events that had happened, as he was re- 
COnstrUCting them in his mind. He turned 
to Smithson, and si>okc slowly: 
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"Bill, you're wrong in this. Wilson i> 
no detective, but I believe he was right in 
his impression that the man in Brewster's 
room had black hair. Lengerke has blond 
hair. Also, it does not stand to reason 
that Lengerke would let Wilson and his 
two dicks into the Club last night, on a 
scheme, which, if it had worked out suc- 
cessfully, would have put a thousand dol- 
lars into his pocket, and then immediately 
queer the whole thing by going up into 
Brewster's room and starting an argu- 
ment with him. He couldn't have done 
it anyhow. How could he have gotten 
down out of the room in time to meet 
them after they left the fire-escape?" 

4 'Yes, I guess you're right about that," 
agreed Smithson. 

"\TOW, we've got to do three things: 
* ^ find out who that man was, find 
Brewster, and find Lengerke. I have a 
hunch that if we do any one of these 
things, the rest will be easy." 

"There's a fourth," said Smithson, 
" — find out who the girl is." 

"Yes." said Nesbit. "But I don't be- 
lieve that is going to help solve the mur- 
ders. I believe she was killed just because 
she was there, and knew too much." 

It was now midnight, and no progress 
had been made. Lengerke had dropped 
out of sight when he left the Club. The 
Station was swarming with reporters, 
though there was still no suspicion that 
anything had happened to Brewster. 

Finally Nesbit said, "I think we'd better 
give up all idea of concealing the fact 
that Brewster has been murdered, and 
have a systematic search made of the club 
building. I don't believe it would be pos- 
sible to remove anything as bulky as a 
human body from that building, without 
attracting attention." 

Smithson agreed, and in a few minutes 
we were back at the Club. The building 
was in charge of the police, and no one 
was allowed above the second floor. 
There was a policeman on guard in 
Brewster's rooms, though the body of the 
murdered girl had been removed. It was 
quite evident that there was no place in the 
rooms where Brewster's body might be 
concealed. 

"I don't believe they'd be apt to try 
hiding anything like a body in an occu- 
pied room. It would be discovered too 
soon," said Nesbit. "There must be a 
closet on each floor where the cleaning 
women keep their mops and brushes. That 
would be a likely place." 

After a few moments' search, a door 
was located behind the elevator, that had 
the word "Service" painted on it. Nesbit 
turned the knob, but the door was locked. 
There was a glass-covered case on the 
wall, with an axe and a fire-extinguisher 
in it. Nesbit broke the glass, and with 
the axe made short work of the lock. 

A ghastly sight met our eyes. When 
Nesbit pulled the door open, a long object 
that had been propped against it, fell for- 
ward. It was Brewster's body. He had 
been stabbed through the heart — and the 
knife had not been pulled out. 

WE left Doctor Strong in charge of 
the body, and went back to the Sta- 
tion. When we got there, the officer in 
charge of the desk had a message for 
Smithson. "There's a man named Men- 
doza wants you to call him up right away. 



EARLE E. LIEDERMAN C 

The Muscle Builder 

Author of "Muscle Building," "Science of Wrestling^ 
"Secrets of Strength," "Here's Health," "Endurance," etc. 

Iff You Were Dying To-Night 

and I offered something that would give you ten years 
more to live, would you take it? You'd grab it. Well, 
trllo.v.s. I've got it. but don't wait till you're dying or it 
won't do you a bit of good. It will then be too late. Right 
now is the time. To-morrow or any day, some disease 
will get you and if you have not equipped yourself to tight 
it off, you're gone. I don't claim to cure disease. I am 
not a medical doctor, but I'll put you in such condition 
that the doctor will starve to death waiting for you to take 
sick. Can you imagine a mosquito trying to bite. a 
brick wall? A fine chance. 

A RE-BUILT MAN 

I like to get the weak ones. I delight in getting hold of a 
man who has been turned down as hopeless by others. It*i 
easy enough to finish a task that's more than half done. 
But give me the weak, sickly chap and watch him grow 
stronger. That's what I like. It's fun to me because I 
know I can do it and I like to give the other fellow the 
laugh. I don't just give you a veneer of muscle that looks 
good to others. I work on you both inside and out. I 
not only put big. massive arms and legs on you. but I 
build up those inner muscles that surround your vital 
organs. The kind that give you real pep and energy, 
the kind that tire you with ambition and the courage 
to tackle anything set before you. 

ALL I ASK IS NINETY DAYS 

Who says it takes years to get in shape? Show me the 
man who makes any such claims and I'll make him eat 
his words. I'll put one full inch on your arm in just 30 
days. Yes. and two full inches on your chest in the same 
length of time. Meanwhile. I'm putting life and pep into 
your old back-bone. And from then on. just watch 'em 
grow. At the end of thirty days you won't know yourself. 
Your whole body will take on an entirely different ap- 
pearance. But you've only started. Now comes the 
real works. I've only built my foundation. I want just 
60 days more (90 in all) and you'll make those friends of 
yours who think thev're strong look like something the 
cat dragged in. 

A REAL MAN 

When I'm through with you you're a real man. The 
kind that can prove it. You will be able to do things you 
had thought impossible. And the beauty of it is you keep 
on going. Your deep full chest breathes in rich, pure air, 
stimulating your blood and making you just bubble over 
with vim and vitality. Your huge square shoulders and 
your massive muscular arms have that craving for the 
exercise of a regular he-man. You have the flash to your 
eye and the pep to your step that will make you admired 
and sought after in both the business and social world. 

This is no idle prattle fellows. If you doubt me. make 
me prove it. Go ahead, I like It. I have already done 
this for thousands of others and my records are un- 
challenged. What I have done for them, I will do for 
you. Come then, for time flics and every day counts. 
Let this very day be the beginning of new life to you. 
Send for My New 64-Page Book 

"MUSCULAR DEVELOPMENT" 

It contains forty-eight full-page photographs of myself 
and some of the many prize winning pupils I have trafned. 
Some of these came to me as pitiful weaklings, imploring 
me to help them. Look them over now and you will 
marvel at their present physiques. This book will prove 
an impetus and a real inspiration to you. It will thrill you 
through and through. This will not obligate you at all. 
but for the sake of your future health and happiness do 
not put it off. Send to-day — right now before you turn 
this page. 

EARLE E. LIEDERMAN 
Dept. 4606 305 Broadway. New York 

EARLE E. LIEDERMAN, Dept. 4606 
305 Broadway. New York City 

Dear Sir: Please send me. without obligation on my 
part whatever, a copy of your latest book, "Muscular 
Development." 



Name - -- 

Address -- 

City State 

CPlease write or print pUlnly) 



94 



True Detective Mysteries 




m 



Free Proof That 

WAISTLINE FAT 

Can Be Quickly Reduced 

INSTEAD risking your health by weakening 
diets, exhausting exercises and pill-taking, in 
an effort to get rid of bulging waistline fat — 
try the popular Weil Reducing Belt for 10 days — 
at our expense. 

Made of scientifically treated rubber, it causes 
a gentle, unnoticed massage action as it comes 
iti contact with flabby flesh. With every mart 
\<>u make unwanted fat is being moulded away 
■ — and kept a-way for good — and at a fraction of 
the price charged by expert masseurs. 

lake your waist measurement before and after 
this Free 10- Day Trial. Note the difference in 
inches. Feci the improvement in your general 
condition. According to our guarantee, you 
must be thoroughly satisfied with the results or 
you pay nothing. 

Coupon Brings Free Details 

Write us at once and yon will receive our Special 
10-Day Trial Offer — a detailed description of this 
most successful reducing method, the principles 
of which arc highly endorsed by leading physicians 
and professional athletes everywhere. Take ad- 
vantage of this offer at once. Send no nioncv. 
Write now. The Weil Company, 1026 Hill Street. 
New Haven, Conn. 

THE WEIL COMPANY, 

1026 Hill Street. New Heven. Conn. 

< ".cntlemen: Please send me complete description ol 
i lie Weil Scientific Reducing Belt and also your Special 
10 Day Trial Offer. 



Name. 



'City. 



BUNIONS 

Quick, safe relief from Bunion 
pain. Prevent shoe pressure. 
Ac all drug, shoe, dept. stores, 35c 

DlScholl's 



Xino-pads 




Put one on— the 
pain is gone I 

For Fres Sumf>le7write The Scholl Mfg. Co., Chicago 




|( ) Ry. Mail Clerk ( ) Stcno-Typist 

l ( , I E 01 ^ 1 I^M! I > Immigrant Inspector 

1( ) R. F. D. Carrier ( ) Seamstress 

I ( ) Special Agent ( ) Auditor 

(investigator) ( ) Steno-Secretary 

C > City Mail Carrier ( ) IT. S. Border IVitrol 



) Meat !nsj>cctor 
) P. O. Clerk 
) File Clerk 
) General Clerk 
) Matron 



( ) Ski 

( )PO! 

( )Tyi 



Chauffer-Carrier 
Watchman 
Skilled laborer 
"'ostmastcr 
Typist 



lO/MKNTS INSTRUCTION BURKAU, 31& St. T.ouia. 

■ Mo. Sand ma I HKK Mftli relan How To Qualify for 

■ t*»«ittn n « marked ' \\ Snlnrfca. location*. «ppor- 
Itunittcn. tt«. ALL SENT MILL. ^ 



I! 



PHOTOS 
ENLARGED 

Site ISxao tackes 



98 



tor*. Safe return of your own 
original photo *uar»ntrrd. 

SEND NO MONEY 

J oat mail photo or snapshot ( »n» 
•Uetand within a wr«k you will 
receive your beautiful life liko 



d wepaypoetafe. 

Special Free Offer r,, 

enlargement we will eeodf hvK 
• hand -tin ted miniature n-pro- 
•lortion of photo, eent. Tak«-ad- 
Tantaee now of thia amarinx 
offer* >aend your photo today, 




UNITED PORTRAIT COMPANY 
1652 Ofden Am Dept. IS Chicago. Ill 



He left word it was about Lengcrke, but 
he wouldn't talk to anybody else. 

"Mendoza, Mendoza,' mused Smithson, 
trying to place tbe name. 

"That's Brewster's private secretary." 
said Nesbit. "His name is Jose Mendoza." 

"That's right. Maybe lies found out 
something important." 

Mendoza must have been waiting at the 
telephone, for Smithson got him right 
a way. At his first remark. Smithson 
yelled, "What! . . . Repeat that over 
again, . . . When did you tind him? 
. . . How did he happen to come to your 
place? . . . We'll be right over. Don't 
disturb anything !" 

Stnitbsofl turned to us. when he had 
replaced the receiver, and said. "Lcngerke 
has killed himself. Mendoza says he has 
just cotmnitted suicide, while on his house- 
boat Can you beat that?*' 

W e looked at one another ; I, for my 
part, wondering what might come next. 

"Si »unds quite believable, doesn't it?" 
said Nesbit slowly, but there was a cut- 
ting sarcasm in his voice. " \rc Wilson 
and his two detectives waiting out there?" 

1 quickly opened the door and looked 
out. "They're still there," I said. 

"Bring them over to Mendoza's house- 
boat, Smithson. See that that is done, 
will you?" 

Smithson nodded. 

"Put in a call for three extra dicks from 
the Station, to accompany us. There 
have been four persons killed in this case, 
so far. and there is no need to take any 
chances. I think I'm about set to go 
after tin's thing, now." 

Smithson looked at him meditatively. 
"You think you arc beginning to see some 
method in this pleasant little series of hap- 
penings, since last night? I guess there's 
no question now. as to whether it is Len- 
gerke. since this last development, eh?" 

"Listen, Bill," said Nesbit sharply, "you 
don't mean to tell me you think Lengcrke 
shot himself, do you?" 

"I sure do," replied Smithson, with some 
heat. "I've no reason on earth to believe 
otherwise, and it fits right in with what 
he might be expected to do, after having 
murdered three persons, and believing he 
had no chance to get away. Some of 'em 
are like that. They're tough enough when 
it comes to killin*. but have no guts to sec 
the thing through, when they get to think- 
ing about their own chances." 

NESBIT, who seemed not to have 
heard these remarks, had started for 
the door. His thoughts seemed to be 
1 Isewhere, his keen mind directed along 
some inner line of reasoning, that held 
him tense. Several times that evening he 
had made calls on the telephone, to which 
neither Smithson nor I had paid much 
attention, and so now, I was not much 
surprised when he turned as he reached 
the doorway, and said. "I think I know 
what has happened, Bill, but proving it is 
an entirely different matter. 1 have had 
-everal of my assistants working on this 
case for the last couple of hours, and 
putting together what I've seen, with what 
I think they have discovered, I have a 
hunch we'll have the murderer under ar- 
rest before morning." 

If I hadn't worked on so many cases 
with Nesbit, these remarks would have 
surprised me. As far as 1 could see, we 
hadn't found out a thing, if Lcngerke 



wasn't the murderer. Everything pointed 
to him, and if he had shot himself, that 
seemed like a confession of guilt. But — 
Nesbit was talking about bavins the mur- 
derer under arrest before morning! You 
couldn't arrest a dead man — therefore he 
must have someone else in view. 

There seemed to be some mysterious 
preparations to make, and wc didn't get 
started for half an hour. When wc did 
get under way, 1 was surprised to see the 
young lawyer. Roberts, who had accused 
us oi raiding the Club for whiskey, and 
another man, whose face was familiar, but 
whose name I did not know. Wilson and 
the tWO private detectives were along, and 
also the three detectives Nesbit had asked 
that Smithson call from Headquarters. 

Mendoza kept his boat docked on the 
South Side, and it took us twenty minutes 
to cross the bridge and get to the rather 
lonely wharf where it was tied up. When 
our two cars drove out on the wharf, 
1 was astonished to sec that the boat was 
more like a millionaire's yacht than one 
of the usual shanties built on a barge, that 
we call houseboats. 

"IVetty swell outfit for a private seen 
tary." said Smithson. 

Mendoza seemed surprised, and not a 
little displeased, when we all trooped on 
lioard. "Brought the whole police force 
with you ?" he inquired. 

"Thought we might need it." responded 
Nesbit briefly. "Where's Lcngerke' s 
body ?" 

"Down in the cabin." 

LENGERKE was lying on a locker, and 
^ there was a bullet hole, from a big 
calibre revolver, in the middle of his fore- 
head. 

"Now. gentlemen," said Nesbit, after he 
had made a cursory examination of the 
body, "make yourselves as comfortable as 
possible while Mr. Mendoza tells us what 
happened." 

Muidoza looked at Nesbit suspiciou>l\ 
"What do you mean by that, exactly: 
When I got hack to my boat here, after 1 
left you ;«.t the Colonial Club, I found 
Lengcrke lying in the cabin, dead— just as 
you see him. That's all I know aliout it.' 

"W hy should lie have come to your l>oat 
to kill himself ?" 

"I haven't the slightest idea." 

"He hadn't any reason to suppose you 
would hide him — had he? 1 

Mendoza stared at Nesbit for a mo- 
ment before he answered. "Arc you try- 
ing to be offensive?" he asked. 

"No, I am only trying to obtain some 
necessary information." 

"Unless you change your manner, I shall 
refuse to answer any more questions." 

"That is your privilege," replied Nesbit. 
"But, if you do. you will have to take 
the consequences " 

"Is that a threat?" asked Mendoza. 
bristling with anger. 

"Certainly not. Why should we threaten 
yotl? All I'm trying to find out is why 
Lengerke, if he intended to kill himself, 
took the trouble to come all the way over 
to your boat to do it." 

"And T tell you I haven't the slightest 
idea!" retorted Mendoza. 

"Don't you think it is curious that he 
shot himself in the middle of the fore- 
head? It would be difficult for a man to 
hold a forty-five automatic like the one 
on the floor beside the bodv. and shoot 
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himself through the middle of the fore- 
head." 

"Curious, perhaps." said Mendoza. "hut 
the tact that he did it proves that it is uot 

impossible, doesn't it ?" 

"Perhaps he didn't." said Xcshit. 

"Maybe he was bunting up an accomplice 
he thought would shelter him, and the ac- I 
complice thought that the ninplesl way 
ot" prote c ti ng himself would be to shoot 
Lengerke — and call it suicide." 

1 could tell from the faces of the men 
gathered around the cabin, thai mosl of 

them were as surprised a> I w;i> at what 
was happening. Mendoca's billow face 
got paler, whether from fear or anger I 
could not decide. Then he smiled. "I sup- 
pose 1 should compliment you on your 
imagination." 

THANK you," said Keshit. "As it 
seems to entertain you. HI imagine 

some more \ wealthy man had a 

private secretary. The secretary had a 
twenty-year-old wife. They both had 
criminal records. They fixed up a 
scheme to get the man entangled with the 
girl, and then blackmail him — work the 
badger game on him." 

W e were all staring in open-eyed amaze- 
ment at both Mendoza and Nesbit. by this 
time. There were heads of perspiration 
on Mendoza's forehead. 

"Does the story still amuse you? Shall 
I go on?" asked Xcshit. 

Mendoza glared at him and said noth- 
ing. 

"When it came to the show-down, the 
wealthy man refused to be bled. He 
threatened to have his secretary arrested, 
and the secretary saw he meant it. He 
comes from the south of Europe, and he 
carries a knife as a matter of course. En- 
raged and frightened, he stabs the wealthy 
man through the heart. 

"There was another accomplice — the 
Steward of the nub where the wealthy 

man lived. The girl had become rather 
fond of the old man — and she drew the 
line at murder. She threatened to de- 
nounce the two men. They quickly bound 
the girl, and kept her in a vacant room 
until noon the next day. They then de- 
cided they could not take a chance on let- 
ting her get away — s<, they deliberately 
strangled her. and put the body on the 
rich man's bed. His body, in the mean 
time, had been placed in a closet in the 
hall where brooms and mops are kept, and 
the door locked." 

Mendoza's face grew paler as he lis- 
tened to this recital, but he continued to 
stare straight at Nesbit in silence. 

"The two conspirators now had two 
murders on their consciences — and two 
bodies to dispose ot. They both became 
panic stricken, and tried desperately to de- 
vise some plan that would shield them 
from suspicion until they could get safely 
away. They made up a plausible story. 
One of them suiuiuoned the police. The 
police were suspicious of the story. The 
man who summoned the police later was 
asked to go over to the Station, and he 
realized he was about to be arrested. It 
was then that his accomplice — a man with 
black hair." interjected Nesbit slowly — 
"stabbed the officer, and left the Club by a 
back door, very suddenly. 

"Now they have three murders on their 
consciences. There is no possibility of the 
man who is suspected, getting away now 
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without help from the other. The other 
thinks he sees a way out for himself — 
Bfaoots his accomplice, and telephones the 
police that he has committed suicide. He 
has now tour murders on his conscience, 
but he thinks he is perfectly safe." 

MENDOZA had so far kept an iron 
grip on himself. "I suppose you have 
proof of all this fairy story.*' he said 
mockingly. 

'The proof is here, Mendoza," said 
Nesbit. "It will confront you. The man 
who saw you go to Brewster's room the 
night before last, and saw you later, with 
Lengerke, carry Brewster's body to the 
closet where it was found, will come for- 
ward." 

The man whose name I did not remem- 
ber rose and came forward and stood, 
grave and silent, in front of Mendoza. 

Nesbit went on. "The man who was on 
the fire-escape, looking through the win- 
dow when you stabbed Brewster, come 
forward." Again a man arose, this time 
the private detective Nickels, came for- 
ward and stood grave and silent before 
Mendoza. 

Xesbit continued, "The man who fol- 
lowed you tonight when you came back 
to this boat, and listened to your conver- 
sation with Lengerke — and saw you shoot 
him with that revolver on the floor, be- 
side the body — come forward." 

\\ illiams, one of the city detectives, 
arose and started forward, but at this 
point Mendoza's iron nerve gave way and 
rising unsteadily, and looking straight at 
Nesbit, he shouted : "Yes, I did it, damn 



him ! . . but it w as he who got me into 
it in the first place!" 

Smithson waited no longer, but dipped 
the handcuffs on him. 

W ithin two hours they had hi- confes- 
sion, signed and witnessed 

Smithson considers this case Nesbit's 
greatest achievement, so far. He had 
practically nothing to go on except the 
fact that Mendoza was on the boat when 
Lengerke was shot. As a matter of form, 
he had had Mendoza followed. William- . 
the detective, heard no conversation and 
saw nothing. . . . Mendoza had been 
seen to enter the Club the night Brewster 
was murdered, and Wilson and the tw«> 
private detectives had seen someone in 
Brewster's room, having an argument with 
him. That man. Wilson thought, had 
black hair. Mendoza's hair was jet black. 

With these few clues, Nesbit had recon- 
structed the enactment of what had hap- 
pened, from beginning to end. Mendoza's 
confession, taken verbatim, while express- 
ing his and Lengerke's fiendish acts, differ- 
ently, supported almost in every detail. 
Nesbit's deductions and solution. 

Mendoza, later getting an inkling in 
some way, of how little Xesbit had really 
known of what had taken place, repudi- 
ated his confession, but at his trial, this 
failed to save him. It is true, taking his 
voluntary confession out of the case, he 
was convicted on purely circumstantial 1 
evidence, but there was little doubt in the 
minds of those who attended the trial a> 
to his guilt, and no regret was heard ex- 
pressed by anyone when two months later 
lie was led to his execution. 



"One Chance in Ten Thousand" 



{Continued from page 41) 



"I can see you think it is ridiculous," 
tlu Inspector said, "but I am going to 
Superintendent Sprott at once and tell him 
my plans. I know he'll agree, and we'll 
shoot out the word to every precinct in the 
city to hold all gun-toters for me. Then 
well see what happens. It's a gigantic 
task, but not an impossible one." 

I said nothing more. To set a police 
force of some 3,000 men to round-up all 
the gunmen in the city, in the hope that 
one might have a gun with which a mur- 
der was committed, seemed to me fool- 
hardy and impossible. No one but an 
idealist would attempt it. But, then. In- 
spector Frahm had not risen to his pres- 
ent high position because he was a 
dreamer and dealt with mirages. Results 
were what counted iii the line of promo- 
tion in the Homicide Squad. When In- 
spector John P. Smith, who had headed 
the squad since its inception years ago, had 
been promoted to District Inspector, it wa- 
not the oldest man in the squad who was 
promoted, but the man who had accom- 
plished the most. That man was Frahm. 

The impossible looked possible when 1 
thought of this. And I knew perfectly 
well that while Brown was an idealist, 
too, in a certain sense of the word, his 
was no mad dream, either, when he sug- 
gested this method to Frahm. He couldn't 
be fooled on guns. If the right gun was 
brought in. he would identify it — there 
was no doubt about that. 

it is the most remarkable man-hunt 



ever undertaken in the country," I said t«- 
myself. "And what a story it will make, 
when the truth is told !" 

But this is the first time it has been 
told, because the secrecy, required by the 
police during the round-up, and other con- 
siderations that came up later, prevented 
the newspapers from printing the ama/inj 
facts. 

LATER that evening, I met Inspector 
-* Frahm coming from the office of the 
Superintendent. Iii> face told that his 
mi-- ion had been successful. 

He has given his approval. A general 
order to hold all men carrying guns, has 
been sent out already." 

The first night was negative in results. 
Xot a gun carrier was arrested. The next 
night, two were brought in but their pi^t . d- 
were of a different caliber and model from 
the murder-weapon. In the meanwhile, 
Brown had come to Police Headquarter- 
with a more detailed report on the mark- 
ings of the bullet. His was the enthusi- 
asm of a man intensely interested in his 
hobby. 

"Just think what it means to get him ! " 
he said " \nd I'm confident we'll locate 
him sooner or later. This may be his first 
jnb. it i> true, and perhaps he killed in 
nervousness. If it is, it may cause him to 
become panic-stricken and drive him under 
cover, but I am sure that he will be OUl 
again after his fright has subsided — and 
sometime he will be caught. If he is an 
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EMPLOYMENT FOR 
500 MEN AT ONCE 

Mitchell, So. Dak.— Walter M. Willy, 
of this city, is in need of 500 men to help 
market his new and amazing invention 
which makes glare from passing automo- 
biles impossible. This device fits and 
matches all cars. It can be installed in a 
minute. It is inexpensive. It is entirely 
different from anything else previously 
used for this purpose. 

The inventor is now ready to place this 
remarkable discovery on the market and 
has an introductory free sample offer to 
mail you. Write Mr. Willy today. Charles 
Hickey wrote for this free sample offer. 
Since then Mr. Hickey has made $4,031.50 
profit and earned $977.25 in prizes. To get 
this liberal offer simply write your name and 
address, enclose this ad in an envelope and 
address it to 

W. M. Willy, G-103 Logan Bldg., 
Mitchell, S. Dak. 
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old hand, he will lie low for a few days 
and be out again. The confidence, born 
oi previous successes, will drive him out, 
murder or no murder. It's just a question 
of patience. 

"The idea 1 am driving at," he went on, 
"is simply this: this thug will attempt 
other jobs, I am sure, and sooner or later, 
he will be caught. No crook, who has 
been in the business any length of time, 
has had a career entirely unblemished by 
an arrest. And we need just one arrest, 
to put this baby where he belongs! Just 
let me spot the gun, and he can't 'alibi' 
himself out of it !" 

And so the man-hunt continued, silently 
and efficiently. The days dragged int<» a 
week, and the murder had been relegated 
to the limbo of forget fulness as far as 
the public W2S concerned. Only a few 
persons thought of it now: the grief - 
stricken widow, the detectives. Brown, and 
one or two of the newspaper boys, my- 
self included. 

While no progress had been made 
toward solving the mystery, everyone con- 
nected with the investigation was working 
hard — and perhaps none worked harder 
than the quartette of detectives assigned 
to the case. But — just as the needle-in- 
the-haystack search for the gun was fruit- 
less — so, also, was the work of the four 
men who thought they might run the facts 
down by means of stool-pigeons. Every 
means, known to police, was being used to 
solve the crime, including a canvass of the 
neighborhood from which the auto, used 
in the hold-up, had been stolen. It was 
hoped that someone might have seen the 
car driven away, and would be able to 
furnish a description of the thugs. But 
the work, thorough and painstaking as it 
was, proved unsuccessful. 

BROWN 7 , however, remained sanguine 
through it all. Night after night, he 
was at Headquarters, waiting for the re- 
volver, which, it seemed, would never show 
up. 

"Be patient," he advised. "Remember, 
we are blazing a new trail in criminal in- 
vestigation — and all new trails are hard. 
After we solve this murder, there will 
be a gun department attached to this 
Homicide Bureau — mark my words! Every 
murder by bullet in the world could be 
solved as I am attempting to solve this, 
if it were possible to bring in every gun, 
and have a corps of trained men examine 
them." 

And then things began to happen! One 
slight five men with guns were arrested. 
Three were carrying J2 caliber Colts. 

"See — I told you all of the thirty-twos 
hadn't been shipped out of the country!" 
Brown said triumphantly. "Now, we'll 
go to the range, and shoot these things 
off — and see what we find." 

The pistol range is in the basement of 
Police Headquarters, and it took only a 
few minutes to discharge the guns and 
examine the bullets. W ith only a cursory 
glance, he said that no one of them had 
exactly the same markings as the bullet 
that killed Bloch, but, to make sure, he 
took the bullets home to examine them 
more carefully. A few hours later, he 
called over the phone to repeat his state- 
ment. And so the man-hunt was con- 
tinued. 

Night after night, the gunmen were 
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brought in, and a careful check made of 
their weapons. Many .32 Colts were lo- 
cated, but always Brown looked frown- 
ingly at the test-bullets he had fired, and 
shook his head. 

Then one night, when Brown casually 
picked up one of the spent bullets on the 
range, we thought he had suddenly gone 
crazy. His excitement was conveyed to 
those who watched him. It seemed as 
though he would fall to the floor, so great 
was his excitement. He trembled and 
shook all over. 

"We've found it! I've got it!" he 
shouted almost incoherently, holding it 
above his head. 

He rolled it about in the palm of his 
hand — he took it in his fingers, and then 
he held it close to him. 

"Look at the rifling, and at that peculiar 
little notch and at that scratch," he said 
excitedly, pointing to the tiny indentations. 
"The markings are identical with those on 
the murder-bullet. It's apparent to the 
naked eye, but with the microscope the 
similarity will be even more obvious. You* 
can't see what I see, and you don't know 
the things about bullets that I do — but 
it's the one ! There's no doubt about it — 
not a bit. Whose gun is this? Show the 
man to me. He either killed Bloch or he 
knows who did." 

AS he spoke, he had drawn the death- 
bullet from its box, and put a scratch 
on it. 

"That will identify it," he remarked. 
"Now, gentlemen, I ask you — without that 
mark, could you tell one from the other?" 

His excitement was contagious. The 
officers crowded about him, and with 
flushed faces and eyes blazing with excite- 
ment they examined the bullet. I don't 
believe any of them could tell one bullet 
from the other, or find its similarities, but 
they all pretended they could and examined 
them minutely. 

Of course, every man who had been 
arrested with a gun. had also been ques- 
tioned at length, in the hope that he could 
furnish a clue which would lead some- 
where. I mention this fact, lest the aver- 
age reader believe that all were turned 
over to court for carrying concealed 
weapons, without further investigation. 

W ith the positive identification of the 
bullet, the next step was to bring down 
from the cell block, the man who owned 
the gun. 

The property ticket on the pistol 
showed it had been taken from Rufus 
Daniels, of 1933^ Russell Street. 

Daniels was wan and trembling, as he 
faced a battery of denouncing eyes. He 
wet his lips, and glanced about like a 
caged animal. The first question, put to 
him, was whether the gun was his. He 
admitted it was. 

"Where were you on the afternoon of 
December first?" Inspector Frahm asked, 
as he watched closely. 

Daniels sought to avoid his glance, and 
said he would have to think for a while. 

"I was home, I guess," he answered 
finally. 

"You're not sure, then?" 
Not exactly; it seems so long ago. 
Some days I am out, and then, again, I'm 
in." 

"It isn't so long ago but what you can 
remember," challenged Inspector Frahm. 



"What I want to know, is this: why did 
you shoot Morris Bloch?" 

Daniels winced. He wet his lips, and 
looked around with scared eyes. It 
seemed as though he would fall to the 
floor. 

"I never shot nobody," he replied. 

"You can't fool anybody that way. This 
gUti was used to kill a man — and you know 
it! Don't you? If you didn't shoot Block, 
who did? That's what we want to know!" 

QUESTION' after question was shot at 
him, and the grilling was brought t«> 
a close when Inspector Frahm told him 
he was going to charge him with murder. 

After the prisoner had been led away, 
the Inspector said: "Brown, I've got all 
the confidence in the world in your ability 
as a pistol expert, and I know you arc 
satisfied this is the gun with which Bloch 
was killed. But 1 want to get some more 
evidence before we bring this case to trial. 
Understand, I don't question your state- 
ments. The only thing is this: do you 
believe we can convince a jury of Daniels 1 
guilt on your testimony alone? We've u«»t 
to build up the case. Remember what 
trouble we had in our first fingerprint 
case? Of course, this is not, by any 
means, the first time we have used your 
testimony — but, heretofore, there have al- 
ways been other witnesses. Your part, in 
the past, has been that of a connecting 
link — and you have identified the gun tu 
the satisfaction of everyone. But we've 
got to get more evidence against Daniels 
before we go to the bat on this case." 

Brown agreed with him, and said that 
as long as they had the man who owned 
the gun, there was something to work on 
and they could check up on his where- 
abouts at the time of the slaying. With 
a smile that showed how overjoyed he 
was, and still shaking from the shock of 
finding the right gun so unexpectedly. 
Brown left for the night. He said he 
would drop around in a day or two, and 
see how they were getting along with 
Daniels. 

"If he will only make a confession. I 
will be the happiest man in the world," he 
said. 

But getting a confession out of Daniels 
was like trying to make the Sphinx talk. 
The case was at stalemate. Inspector 
Frahm was certain he had the man, but he 
was afraid to go to court with him. \> 
the days passed by, he tried to make him 
talk. But Daniels' story was always the 
same. 

"I never shot nobody." 

For more than two weeks, this strange 
situation existed. It was exasperating to 
know the solution was within grasp, but 
defied seizure. Coupled with this was the 
fear that the prisoner might be brought 
into court on a writ of habeas corpus. I f 
this happened, Inspector Frahm would 
have to ask for a warrant, and the entire 
case would hinge on Brown's testimony. 

"Daniels, we're going to keep you here 
until you tell us about that gun. You've 
been here two weeks now — and you'll stay 
here until you give us the facts." Frahm 
said in one of his quizzings. almost hope- 
lessly. 

"I DOX'T see why I should try and 
A shield anybody," replied Daniels with 
resentment. "I've been waiting for ray 
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friends to come and get me out. I didn't 
have that gun, the day Bloch was killed. 
I loaned it to two men who were room- 
ing with me. 1 didn't know what they 
wanted it for. They said someone was 
after them. I've always kept it about the 
house, with the exception of evenings when 
I tin »ught I was in a dangerous neighbor- 
hood. These fellows were Gilbert Boyd 
and Harold Sherwood. I don't know 
whether they killed anybody or not, but 
they didn't have the gun for so very long 
when they came back very excited and 
said they had to leave town. They packed 
their clothes, and returned the gun. Xow, 
if someone was killed with this gun <»n 
that afternoon, they must have done it. 
It wasn't me." 

At last, the police were getting some- 
v. here with the case ! But it might be 
that Daniels was not telling the truth ; so 
a check was made on his story. It was 
found that the two men had roomed with 
him and that they had left about Decem- 
ber 1st, as near as their friends could re- 
member. The next thing was to find out 
if the two men had police records. 

It was learned that Boyd had been ar- 
rested two weeks previous to the murder 
and that his photograph and fingerprints 
had been taken. He had been released on 
$500 bond, and had been scheduled to ap- 
pear for trial on December 2nd. There 
was no record of Sherwood. 

Daniels was held a few days longer, and 
made statements to a stenographer and 
was released. He promised t<» keep in 
touch with police and, true to his word, he 
did. He said he didn't want to have the 
suspicion of murder put on hint 

The next step was to print hundreds oi 
circulars with Boyd's fingerprints and his 
photograph. A reward was offered for 
his arrest. 

And so December drifted into January, 
and January into February, until even the 
police had almost forgotten about the case, 
and Brown's visits to Headquarters he- 
came less and less frequent until they 
Stopped altogether. Then one day in 
February came a telegram from Birming- 
ham. Alabama, saying a "Sam Smith" had 
been arrested there <>n a charge of va- 
grancy, but fingerprints showed him to be 
( rilbert Boyd. Authorities there wanted 
to know what to do with him. 

Tl I K answer of the Detroit police was 
the immediate sending of Detectives 
Fred Clark and Kay Gillette to Birming- 
ham. There was no mistake when the 
officers arrived there. He admitted he was 
Boyd, but denied knowledge of the mur- 
der. 

"I'm going to take you to trial, anyhow," 
Inspector Frahm told him, when he was 
brought back to Detroit. "We can prove 
you committed the murder. Daniels will 
testify he loaned you the gun. Brown will 
identity the bullet. 1 would much rather 
that you would tell the truth. Votl don't 
want to have a murder on your conscience, 
do you? It will make it easier for yon. 
and easier for US, if you confess. You 
don i look like a vicious man. I am sure 
you didn't intend to shoot. Why don't 
you make a clean breast of it ?" 

But Boyd was not to be talked into a 
confession that easily. He still protested 
his innocence. 

But police began to "work" on him, as 
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tiny call it. What methods they used, 
must ever be a mystery, but, suffice it to 
say. they did n«»t heat him or abuse him. 
An appeal was made to his finer instincts 
— and he had them, in spite of his record. 

A few days later he made a statement 
in which he admitted he was with Sher- 
wood at the time of the hold-up, but de- 
nied he fired the shot. 

"I waited in the car. Sherwood went 
into the station, and, the next thing I 
knew I heard a >h<>t. and he came running 
for the car. A man tumbled out of the 
door onto the sidewalk. Sherwood had a 
handful of bills and silver — thirty-eight 
dollars, we later found. He told me to 
drive like the devil. Then we abandoned 
the car, which we had Stolen, ami decided 
the best thing to do was to leave town. I 
went to Birmingham. 1 don't know where 
he went/' 

1 1 is amazement knew no bounds when 
be was told that I 'town had traced him 
and Sherwood through the bullet, found 

in Bloch's body, lie insisted on shaking 

bands with Brown. 

"That's what I call a good piece of de- 
tective work," he said. 

This remark was reward enough for 
Brown, and repaid him for all the work he 
bad done. Me showed very plainly that 
the compliment flattered him. 

BOYD pleaded guilty when his case 
came up in court, and Judge Frank 
Murphy, of Recorder's Court, who passed 
sentence, told him it made no difference 



whether he fired the fatal shot or not — 
the fact that he was with Sherwood when 
the crime was committed made him equally 
guilty. He was sentenced to life imprison- 
ment in Jackson Prison. 

Up to date, Sherwood has not been 
arrested. 

This account is the first time that 
Brown's important part in solving the case 
has been made public. It is very evident 
that without him the slaying still would 
be a mystery. Of course, it was not nec- 
essary to call him to the stand, because no 
testimony was needed. Brown was tickled 
when this happened because he has no de- 
sire to appear in the press. 

The effect this case had on police 
methods might be gathered from the fact 
that in September of 1927 a scientific 
laboratory, with a chemist and a pistol ex- 
pert, was added to the Detroit Police De- 
partment. 

Brown refused an offer to head this 
division. 

"I couldn't neglect my other work, and 
then, anyhow, I'd be a professional. I'd 
rather stay in the amateur ranks, and take 
up only the cases that interest me. 1 thank 
you for the offer." 

Jusi as be has helped in other cases in 
the past, so will he give his valuable aid 
in unraveling the complicated crime puzzles 
of the future, whenever he feels he can 
be of assistance. Some day be says he is 
going to write a book of his experiences 
in the scientific investigation of crime. 

This storv will be included. 
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one article ran, "that the key which Mr. 
Carson wore around his neck opened the 
safe?" 

According to police officials, that was 
a significant circumstance and indicated 
that the robbery was planned by someone 
with an intimate knowledge of the Carson 
household. 

I could imagine what thoughts were 
flying through Sammy Harrington's mind 
when he read this. Harrington, of course, 
didn't know that Pipe Johnson had beat 
me to the job. He probably thought I 
had staged the murder — and had double- 
crossed him. I recalled his remarks to 
me in Danny Murphy's cafe: "If the 
Sale were opened with a skeleton key, or 
the key that the old fellow carries around 
his neck, it would look tOO much like an 
inside job, and suspicion might be directed 
against me. I don't want to be mixed up 
in any criminal investigations, for God's 
sake, don't double-cross me and open that 
'pete' with a key ! 1 f you do that, I'll 
be in dutch." 

There was mention in the newspapers 
of the hypodermic syringe, and of my hat, 
which bad been found in the hallway. It 
was intimated that the detectives had other 
important information that they couldn't 
give to tin- press at that time. 

Shortly after I read these things, I de- 
cided to leave Ohio and go back to New 
York City. I had $0,000 in a bank there- 
enough to keep the wolf from the door 
for a time, furthermore, I had been 
thinking about my girl friend, Stell. The 
old flame was still alive. 1 wanted to 



see her, and. even though she knew I 
a crook, I thought 1 could make her love 
me again. The fear of being arrested 
for the Morenus job no longer terrified 
me, now that I was haunted with the fear 
of death for a murder that I hadn't com 
mitted. It seemed to me that a charts 
of burglary was nothing to worry about. 
I wanted to get away from Ohio forever, 
and I concluded that if I could make Stell 
love me, I would marry her and go to 
Europe. 

I packed my clothes, and prepared for 
the trip. Danny Murphy told me I was 
doing a wise stunt in making a getaway 
while 1 could. 

"No telling what that Pipe Johnson 
will do." he said, "if they should evei 
nail him for that job." 

BUT I never got out of Ohio. I was 
arrested at the railroad station. A 
detective grabbed me just as I was about 
to hoard the New York train. 

"Come here, Paddy." he said. "We've 
been looking for you night and day. for 
forty-eight hours." 

"Looking for me!" I tried to smile. 
"What for?" 

"You're wanted for murder," said the 
plain-clothes "dick." 

"Murder!" 1 gasped. "What murder?" 
"Hell!" he answered, "don't try to kid 
me !" 

I was taken to Headquarters, and given 
the "third degree." First, the detectives 
asked me when I was in the town where 
the Carson home was located. I said I 
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had never been there — whereupon, they 
produced my hat. 

"Tell me," the Chief said, "how this hat 
happened to be there, then?" 

"That's not my hat," I replied. "I 
never owned that hat." 

Somebody hit me on the jaw, knocking 
me off the chair — and when I got up, 
another detective knocked me down. 
Every time I denied that the hat belonged 
to me, one of the big detectives slugged 
me. Then they began to beat me over 
the head and shoulders with a long piece 
of rubber hose. This rubber hose was 
used because it left no visible marks of 
the savage punishment administered. 

They fired questions at me right and 
left for an hour or more, trying to make 
me admit that the hat belonged to me. 
I persistently denied all knowledge of the 
Carson j< b. regardless of how they beat 
me. And the more brutally they treated 
me, the more determined I was to stand 
pal and say nothing to them. 

Finally they gave up the job, and locked 
me up. I was just dozing off to sleep 
when they came to my cell and started 
in on the third degree once more. They 
quizzed me and beat me for two hours, 
but I didn't weaken. 

"I've never been in that town," I 
screamed, "and that hat was never on my 
head. I'm innocent !" 

They couldn't prove that the hat be- 
longed to me — I knew that. I had torn 
the labels out of it when I purchased it 
in New York; that's the first thing a 
crook does when he buys a new hat. 

1 resisted every effort to make me con- 
fess. They came within an ace of killing 
me, but they couldn't make me admit any- 
thing. Very few men stand up under the 
third degree. I have known many crooks 
who confessed to crimes of which they 
were entirely innocent, in order to get 
away from the barbarities of this modern 
inquisitorial procedure. 

1 was sure that the detectives had very 
little "on" me, or they wouldn't have used 
the third-degree method. The fact that I 
was innocent of the murder strengthened 
my determination to fight them to the last 
flitch. 

"It'll take more than that hat to con- 
vict me of first-degree murder," I said to 
myself. "I'll not talk." 

Once I considered telling them what 
had really occurred — but I didn't believe 
that the detectives would give me a square 
deal. 

"If I tell the truth," I thought, "they'll 
say that I'm trying to frame Pipe Johnson 
and send him to the chair — to save myself. 
He hasn't got the record that I have." 

I WAS in a fine mess. The detectives 
were working industriously while I was 
in jail — and they did a first-class piece of 
work, believe me! They interviewed all 
the motormen and conductors on the subur- 
ban trolley-line, and finally located two 
conductors who identified me as having 
been on their particular cars. One con- 
ductor picked me out of a line-up of 
fifteen men. 

"That's the man," he said. "He went 
over that night on the nine-thirty-five, and 
he wore a brown soft hat." 

He told the truth. I had worn a brown 
soft hat — and that hat was in the posses- 
sion of the police! The other conductor, 
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with whom I had traveled on the way hack 
t«> the city, also positively identified me. 

But the thing that worried the detec- 
tives was the hypodermic syringe. I was 
not a dope-fiend. There were no punc- 
tures on any part of my body, such as 
Would have heen apparent if I had been 
in the habit of injecting morphine into 
myself. They knew the "hypo" didn't 
belong to me, so they decided that it must, 
of necessity, belong to some pal who had 
helped me on the job. 

There were a lew dope-fiends hanging 
around Danny Murphy's Long Tom Cafe, 
50 the detectives decided that they would 
arrest all of them, and among the bunch 
they would surely find my accomplice. 

Somebody "tipped off" the dope- fiends, 
and they got out of town before the 
dicks raided Murphy's joint. All es- 
caped except "Taunton Tommy," a 
prowler, who was unable to prove where 
I if was on the night of the murder. The 
detectives immediately decided he was the 
man they wanted. 

Now, you'll get an idea of how a great 
many crooks respond to the third degree. 

They put Tommy in jail, and charged 
him with murder. Then they began to 
work on him. Of course, he was abso- 
lutely innocent, and he proclaimed that 
fact. Nevertheless, the police gave him 
hell for breakfast, dinner, and supper. 
When he didn't "come through" with a 
confession, they took his "hypo" and mor- 
phine away from him. 

"No confession. Tommy — no dope," they 
told him tauntingly. 

Within twenty- four hours he was in 
terrible agony, and a day later he was 
practically a madman. He pleaded for 
"just one more shot." 

The detectives replied, "Tell us what 
yotl know about the Carson murder, and 
we'll give you a dozen shots." 

"I'm innocent," he screamed hysterically. 
"I'm innocent! I didn't have anything to 
do with the Carson murder!" 

THEY tortured him for three days, and 
then, unable to stand up under the pain 
any longer. Tommy made a confession. 

"I killed Carson — I killed him!" he 
yelled. "Give me a shot." 

"And wasn't Paddy with you?" the de- 
tectives asked. 

He said that I was. 

Then the detectives began to "work 
both ends against the middle." 

"Tommy has told the truth/* they said 
to me — "he has confessed everything. 
Now. you had better come through, if 
you don't want to go to the chair! Come 
through, Paddy, and save your life." 

"You believe what he told you?" I 
asked. 

"W ell." they snarled, "would a guy con- 
fess thai he murdered a man, if he didn't 
do it? Certainly we believe him; he's 
told us the truth — and you had better do 



the same, if you don't want to die in the 
electric chair." 

"Would you confess to murder, it you 
were a dope-fiend and on the verge of 
going mad for a shot of dope?" I re- 
plied. "You know Tommy is only raving. 
A dope-fiend would send his mother to the 
chair for a shot of dope. I'm as innocent 
of this murder as you are." 

But Tommy's confession was broadcast 
through the press. Everybody in Ohio be- 
lieved that he and I had murdered old 
man Carson, and public sentiment was 
overwhelmingly against us. We were as 
good as convicted. 

Danny Murphy, however, had been busy 
in my behalf. He knew that I was inno- 
cent, and he knew that Taunton Tommy 
had nothing to do with the Carson job. 
All the underworld gang was convinced 
that Pipe Johnson was the killer, and they 
were looking for him — but Pipe had gone 
to God only knew where! 

My underworld friends employed one 
of the best criminal lawyers in Ohio to 
defend me, and I told him the actual facts. 
Afterward, he talked with Taunton 
Tommy, who said that he had made the 
confession to get a shot of morphine, and 
that he had had no intention of hurting 
me. Now that he realized what he had 
done, he was willing to "go through for 
me." He would establish an alibi tor 
himself, and in doing that, he would ex- 
onerate me. in a way. 

So he told the truth to the detectives. 
On the night of the Carson murder he 
had been burglarizing a house in Toledo. 
He substantiated his statement by pro- 
ducing the loot. Furthermore, his lady- 
love and the keeper of a cafe were able 
to swear that he was in the latter's place 
of business at two o'clock that morning, 
eating and drinking. 

Tommy had an iron-clad alibi, but the 
detectives laughed it off. 

"COUNDS nice and pretty," they said 
*J "But what about that hypodermic 
syringe that was found at the scene of the 
murder? Explain that away, and we'll 
fall for this alibi. Tell your story to the 
jury. Try to convince twelve upright 
men thai you, a dope- fiend with a long 
criminal record, are not the owner of that 
hypodermic syringe! Paddy isn't a dope- 
fiend, is he? It doesn't belong to Paddy, 
does it? And that soft brown hat, which 
was found at the scene of the murder — 
what about that? The conductor on the 
early morning trolley says Paddy was 
bareheaded. The next thing we'll hear is 
that Paddy doesn't own that hat, and that 
he was in church when the murder oc- 
curred 1" 

Taunton Tommy had put himself in the 
affair with his own confession, and the 
hypodermic syringe made it look a hun- 
dred per cent worse for him. Both of 
us were headed for the chair. 
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TrtM Detective Mysteries 

Along about this time the crooked but- 
ler, Sammy Harrington, who framed the 
robbery, was "sprung." The detectives, 
working on the theory that it was an in- 
side job, dug into his history, and learned 
that he had served a term in Joliet, when 
Danny Murphy was there. They went 
over his life "with a fine-toothed comb," 
and what they didn't dig up on him wasn't 
worth digging up! 

When they confronted him with his 
history, he denied any connection with the 
murder. Hut when they gave him the old 
third degree, he caved in and told every- 
thing. You will reeall that he didn't know 
that Pipe Johnson had beaten me to the 
job, He thought I had done it. He ad- 
mitted to the detectives that he had planned 
the robbery, and that I had agreed to carry 
it out. He also told them that Tommy 
was not in on the discussion, and .so Un- 
charge of murder against the latter was 
dismissed. 

"Tommy's all right," the police said 
"He wa> in Toledo when the killing took 
place. We'll send him there to stand trial 
for that robbery he staged on the night that 
Carson was murdered. He couldn't have 
been in both places at the same time." 

I had to go it alone then, and 1 wasn't 
entertaining any silly illusions about my 
chances. I knew where I stood — I had 
one chance In a million of beating the 
case — and that one chance lay in my ability 
to convince the jury of what had really 
occurred. 

THE Grand Jury indicted me, and I 
went up for trial. It was a short 
trial. I went on the witness stand, and 
told the court in detail what had occurred. 

The jury rendered a verdict of guilty 
of first-degree murder. A few days later 
I was sentenced to die in the electric chair. 

I was taken to the death-house at the 
State Prison. What memories 1 have of 
that place! 

My lawyer told me that I still had a 
chance. 

"The Supreme Court," he said, "may 
reverse the decision. Don't give up." 

His words went in one ear and out the 
other. I had almost lost hope of ever 
seeing the world again. 

I well recall the day I arrived at the 
State Prison. The two deputy sheriffs 
who escorted me there were very kind to 
me, and one of them, Dan Riordan, was 
unusually sympathetic. 1 think I con- 
vinced Dan that I was really innocent. 

When we shook hands in the Warden's 
office, I said to him: "Dan, I'm going to 
die for a murder of which I am as inno- 
cent as you are — and some day the State 
will learn that I didn't kill Carson." 

"Paddy," he replied, as his eyes filled 
with tears, "I have never believed that 
you were a killer, and I don't think God 
will let you die for another man's crime. 
Pray to God, and don't give up." 

Dan's words were ringing in my ears 
when the Warden's deputy ushered me 
into the prison bathroom, and shouted, 
"Where's Thompson?" 

Thompson was the head death-house 
keeper. 

The guard in charge of the bathroom 
informed the deputy that Thompson had 
gone to the dining room for his lunch. 

"All right," the deputy replied, "I'll 
phone him*" 



103 



HOW THE 
CRYSTAL 
DIAMOND 
LOOKS IN A 
BEAUTIFUL 
MOUNTING 




To Help Cover the Cost of Handling 
and We Will Send You a 
Full Cut One Carat 

"CRYSTAL DIAMOND" 

(MOST NATURAL NON-GENUINE) 
Nothing More to Pay 

Nothing to Sell — Nothing to Buy — No RedTapa 
Attached to This Offer. \V« want Thousands of 
new owners and boosters of CRYSTAL DIA- 
MONDS and wc will distribute these gems only, 
FREE to the readers of this pauer. 
CRYSTAL DIAMONDS are full 24 facet cut and 
are of such radiant beauty that even experts are 
Bltonlshod at their likeness to the genuine. WE 
ARE MAKING this unusual offer only to get 
CRYSTAL DIAMON DS into the hands of appre- 
ciative friends. SLIP your name and address with 
10c in stamps or coin (to cover cost of handling) 
in an envelop and get it right off to us. Your 
CRYSTAL DIAMOND will reach you by return 
mail fully prepaid. 

If you want one for a friend also, enclose 
10c extra -only two to the same address. 

# CRYSTAL DIAMOND COMPANY 
Dept. MG, 303 Fourth Ave., New York 



1+ 



A*ent 

NEW Heating IRON 

New Invention now makes Iron* 
Ing easy in every home. Ends hot 
stove drudgery. Cuts Ironing time 
In half. Saves steps. Costs one 
cent for 3 hours use. No attach- 
ments. No cords. No tubes. Give* 

Suick regulated heat. Guaranteed, 
el" ' 




;lls fast. Mrs. Wagner. Ohio, ' 
sold 24 In few hours spare time. 
Moyer. Pennsylvania, made $164 In one week. You can do as 
well, Work all or spare time. No experience needed. No 
capital. New plan. Simply take orders. We deliver and col- 
lect. Commissions paid same dav you take orders. Send for 
exclusive territory and FREE OUTFIT OFFER. Write today. 
THE AKRON LAMP CO., 116 Iron St., AKRON, OHIO 




THIS ROOM 

English -Type 

Bungalow 
NOW 




evet 



.VcLoanlfou 
OJioney to Build 

you thi» modern horn' complete, lumber 
/and ADVANCi; YOU CASH to Mp 
bulla. You P*y us in email amount* monthlv 
—•bout what you pay for rent Thii year, prire. 
are lower than ever. Our cuitomrr*>laim aver- 
age eavinga of 47% compared with what local 



e »hin y« 

t-to-nt. I 



PAY AS $1 C PER 
LOW AS ID 



PavmenU are 
noMTu evrn lower on 

MONTH on - 

coin today for beautiful Color 
Book of Sterling Horn* Plana and eee how eaay it 
«» now to make your dream of a home come true. 

International Mill & Timbkr Co. 

867 S. Wenona A?e., Bay City, Mich 



104 



True Detective Mysteries 




Deformities 
of the Back 

Thousands of 
Remarkable Cases 

An old lady, 72 years of 
age, who suffered tor many 
years and was absolutely 
helpless, found relief. A 
man who was helpless, un- 
able to rise from nis chair, 
was riding horseback and 
playing tennis within a 

?rear. A little child, para- 
yzed, was playing about 
the house after wearing a Philo Burt Appliance 
three weeks. We have successfully treated over 
fifty-seven thousand cases in the past 25 years. 

30 DAYS' TRIAL FREE 

We will prove i ts value in your own case. There 
is no reason why you should not accept our 
offer. The photographs show how light, cool, 
clastic and easily adjusted 
the Philo Burt Appliance 
is — how different from the 
old torturous plaster, lea- W ' 

ther or steel jackets. 

Every sufferer with a 
weakened or def ormed spine 
owes it to himself to 
investigate thoroughly. 
Price within reach of alL i 
Send For Our Free Book 
Drsrrihc your c;i«r; it will * • 

aid us in giving definite in- \\V 
formation at once. g 

PHILO BURT MFG. CO. jj^ § jj 

253-18 Odd FeHows Temple 
JAMESTOWN, N. Y. 




I Men s& Boy s Watch 

I .Vvwir ru*r*nt*e. Given for «ellinc 
I only 24 10c Package* f»mou» Key- 
I «ton« Gold Kye Nwdlc* or C*»h 
1 CommiMion. S*nd nam* nud addrew 

-no money; wo trust you! 
KEYSTONE NOVELTY CO. 
■ Dept. NB31 Greenville, Pa. 



Play At Once / 




Play latest hits. So easy 

Eictures show everythinj 
omance! Friends" "* 
Popularity! 
Clip this ad. 



„ method, 200 son era and 
pick free with beautiful jumbo 
eizeUkc. Patent petrs — regular 
3.00 value. Rich, sweet tone. 
NO Monev Postman 

**affe. (Or send price and we pay post- 
) Play 6 days , money back if not satin fted. 
y& Co., Dept. 2046, 



Chicago 



One device makes window washing 
75% easier. Washes, dries, polishes 
windows in a jiffy. Women wild about 
It! No more ladders to climb, no 
mussy rags nor sponges to wring. 
i Hands never touch water. 
' MAKE $90 A WEEK EASY 
Every housewife wants It. Fascinating demon- 
strator. Sells fast. Make 100% profit. No 
xp«ri«noe needed. We show yon bow. Send for 
_jk Catalog- of this and 4? other fast-aellln* Quality 
ubbrr Product*. Direct from Akron, the Ku' ' 
"K Outfit to hustlrra. " 




RITE UUIl'K. 



Rubber 



KRISTEE MFG. CO., 346 BAR ST., AKRON, OHIO. 



LOVE Can BeYours 
'o Easily 7 

Don't stand aside all 
your life while others 
know the joy of true 
love and marriage. You, 
\ too, can weave a spell of 
enchantment that leads 
to marriage, if you know 
how! "Fascinating 
Womanhood" is an 
amazing book that reveals in plain language the 
"Dont's" to observe and unfolds the secrets of 
fascination. If you want to know these secrets, 
write your name and address on margin and mail 
to us with ten cents for a booklet outlining the 
contents of this wonderful book. This booklet, 
itself, contains amazingly beautiful information 
which you have always craved. Address: 

THE PSYCHOLOGY PRESS 
4865 I as ton Ave., St. Louis, Mo. Dept. 79-P 




He picked up the receiver, and asked 
tor the dining room. 

"Thompson," he shouted, "when you 
get through with your lunch, come on 
down to the bathroom. We just received 
another man for the chair — that fellow, 
Paddy Cassidy." 

"Another man for the chair!" The 
words chilled me. I shuddered from head 
to feet when he uttered them. 

THOMPSON' came to the bathroom 
before I put on the death-house garb. 
He proceeded to take my "history." 

He was a hard-boiled individual. He 
had been a prison guard for twenty years, 
and had been in charge of the death- 
house for five years. 

"I guess you are like all the rest of 
these guys," he snarled — "you're innocent 
of the murder. eh? M 

"Yes," I sighed. "I'm innocent, dead 
innocent; I have never killed anybody." 

There were eleven men waiting to die 
when I got there. I will never forget 
the reception they gave me when I entered 
the death-house. 

From every cell came the greeting, 
"Hello, Paddy, old boy!" 

I was wondering how they knew r my 
name. The guard explained they had the 
daily papers and that they had been keep- 
ing in touch with my case. They sent me 
books, cigarettes, newspapers ; they were 
solicitous about my wants. I had never 
before encountered such comradeship in 
all my life. 

My cell was right up against the en- 
trance to the execution chamber. I wasn't 
over fifteen or twenty feet from the chair. 
To the left of me was a Chinaman, 
Charley Wah, while across the aisle in 
front of me was a huge negro, Bob 
Waldron. 

I marveled at the attitude of these con- 
demned men. They were, or seemed to be, 
jolly and carefree. I had always been 
of the opinion that murderers were the 
worst men in the world, but these fellow > 
did not act or talk or look like real bad 
men. 

"We want you to make yourself at 
home, Paddy," they told me. "If there is 
anything we can do for you, sing out. 
Don't be backward." 

So I settled down to wait for death. I 
have heard it said that the inherent tragedy 
of all life is death— that futility is at the 
end of every sort of endeavor. Every man 
knows that, but people outside of prison 
death-houses do not think of death as con- 
stantly as we pilgrims to the chair think 
of it. God, no! I thought of it every 
minute and every hour of the day, and 
throughout the long, lonely hours of the 
night. Sleep? I could not sleep. I never 
had a good night's rest while I was in 
the death-house. What man could sleep 
when he was so near the hideous chair 
in which he had to die? 

I KNEW how I was going to die even 
though I had never witnessed a.i execu- 
tion. I thought about the procedure day 
and night, and a hundred times or more I 
imagined I was in the chair. I could feel 
the "juice" crashing down through my 
brain. I could feel the hot electrode 
against my leg. I could feel the wet 
sponge on top of my head. 
The days and nights wore on with ap- 



palling slowness. Time never meant so 
much to me. Every tick of the clock 
which hung over the entrance to me execu- 
tion chamber seemed to say, "Nearer, 
nearer, nearer."' 

And then came the first execution! 1 
recall that night of horror. Tom Daly, a 
little Irishman with whom I had gol lairh 

well acquainted) was "going through to be 
burned" at eleven o'clock. 

The rest of the boys in the death-house 
seemed to have gone speechless that night. 
Nobody spoke. Everybody was praying 
for Tom Daly. It sounds tunny. I guess, 
to say that every condemned man in the 
death-house was praying for a comrade. 
But I know I was praying for him, and 
praying for myself. I know that big Bob 
Waldron, the negro, was praying, because 
I could see him across the corridor in his 
cell. And from other parts of the death- 
house, once or twice I caught the sound of 
mumbling voices uttering prayers. 

The prison chaplain was with Tom 
Daly at the other end of the corridor. 
When he left for a few minutes, about 
eleven o'clock, Tom spoke to us. 

"It ain't long now, boys," he said.- "In 
another hour, it'll all be over. I'll be in 
Heaven, fellows, and I hope to see some 
of you there. But, say" — he forced a 
faint laugh — "why are all you guy> so 
quiet? Why don't you say something? 
Say, Bob," he yelled n the negro, "sing 
that hymn, 'Are You Ready for That 
Judgment Day.' will you?" 

I saw Boh Waldron get up off his knees, 
and shout. "Does y' sure enough want to 
hear me sing it, Tom?" 

"Sing it, Boh." 

Bob's rich baritone voice swung into 
the hymn. 

And how that negro could sing! I 
never heard such a voice in all my life. 
He "rag'd" certain parts of it — held the 
high notes and cooed the low ones. No 
man ever put more feeling, more heart 
and passion, into a song than Bob Wal- 
dron did that night. 

And then Tom asked him to sing 
"Nearer, My God, to Thee." 

IN the midst <>f that, the Warden and his 
deputies came into the death-house to 
get Tom Daly. They noiselessly opened 
the door leading from the execution cham- 
ber into the death-house, and tiptoed down 
the steps and stopped right in front of 
my cell until Boh Waldron finished the 
hymn. When Bob saw them, he stopped 
in the middle of a note, but they motioned 
to him to go on to the end. I thought 
it nice of them to do that. It showed 
they had hearts. 

I thought I would collapse when I heard 
t'lem opening Tom Daly's cell door. 

"Ready, Tom?" I heard the Warden 
ask. 

"Tom's all right," the prison chaplain 
answered. "Aren't you, Tom?" 

"I guess I'm all right," he said. I 
could detect the tremble in his voice. 

Falling footsteps told me that the pro- 
cession of death had begun. 

"Good-by. boys," Tom shouted. "Good- 
by — and God bless all of you !" 

I think he began to weaken when he 
stepped inside the execution chamber and 
saw the chair, because, just before they 
shut the door. I heard the chaplain say : 
"Brace up, Tom. Don't lose your nerve." 
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Be your own boss and earn $3 an hour 
simply taking orders for this charming 
Pans Model. Forty other equally stun- 
ning silk and waah dresses and coat* In the 
Carlton line for Spring and Summer at amaz- 
ing low prices, ranging from S3. 98 to $ 19.95 
—prices the thrifty woman can't resist, styles 
the smart woman can't paas up — variety to 
please every taste. A real profit opportunity! 




amazing money 'making plan. Juat mall poatal. 
Carlton, Inc. 206 s. Wabash Ave., Dept. 103, Chicago 



Kill The Hair Root 



My method it the nnlv way to prevent the hair from trow in* again 
fceey, painless. harml<*n«. No erera. Booklet free. Write today encloriog 
o red stamps. We leech beauty c ulture. 

O. J. MAHLER, 706- A Mahler Par*. PROVIDENCE. R. I. 



LADIES WANTING HOMEWORK 

any kind, spare time, write us. Send stamped 
addressed envelope. 

MAR-DALE, Drawer Q, P-19, Chicago 

BE A DETECTIVE 

Make Secret Investigations 

I r;iv» l or work at home. Great demand every- 
wIhto. Experience unneoesaarj. Send for our free 
particulars. No obligations. Write Dept. D. B. 

American Detective System, 2190 Broadway, New York 

END SICKNESS 
THIS NEW WAY 

No medicine, drugs or dieting. Juat a Hsht, 
small, comfortable inexpensive Radio-Active fed, 
worn on the back by day and over the stomach 
at night. Sold on free trial. You can be sure 
it is helping you before you buy it. Over 
1OU.U00 sold on this plan. Thousands have 
written us that it healed them of Neuritis, 
Rheumatism. High Blood Pressure, Constipa- 
tion, Nervous Prostration. Heart, Lungs, Liver, 
Kidney and Bladder trouble, etc. No matter 
what >ou have tried; or what your trouble may 
be, try Degnen'a Kadio-Acttve Solar Pad at 
• •ur risk. Write today for FREE Trial olTer 
and descriptive literature. Radium Appliance 
<->.. bJ5 Bradbury Hldg.. L"S Angeles, (al. 




KEEP YOUR YOUTHFUL BEAUTY 



Reaulta Guaranteed 

Wrinkles from smiling, frowning, or ao.uint.ing can 1* 
removed quickly. Just apply Rinkle Oil at night as 
you apply cream and in the morning your skin will DC 
smooth and velvety without a line to mar your 
natural l>eauty. 

Rinkle Oil is a pleasant, fragrant oil. It is fully guar- 
anteed and money hack if not satisfactory. 
Rinkle OH will he mailed in plain Faekace on receipt of $2.00 or if 
vou prefer pav postman on delivery, plus a (aw oenta poetace. 

Ti(f«nv Uborslories. 1129-E, Hsnai Bldg . Ogg Phis 




"Poor Tom!" I heard somebody siyh. 
"Tom's gone, boys; it'll be all over with 
him in a few minutes." 

"There go the lights!" somebody else 
.shouted. 

I looked at the little incandescent globe 
in the ceiling of my cell. It grew dim for 
fifteen or twenty seconds, and I knew that 
the executioner had thrown on the switch 
it: the execution chamber. Then a demo- 
niacal roar shook the death-house. The 
men had been under a terrific strain. Sev- 
eral of them were cursing like madmen, 
while here and there one could hear an 
"Oh, God" or a "Jesus, have mercy on 
me !" 

As I recall it, I was speechless with 
horror. For the first time I had seen a 
man go to the chair. I didn't close my 
eyes that night. I was afraid to go to 
sleep. 

I had Tom Daly on my mind. Once I 
imagined that I could see him sitting by 
the door of his cell. A pair of old felt 
slippers that he used to wear, were lying 
on the floor near his cot and an old dark- 
blue shirt, a mirror, and a picture of his 
mother were hanging on the wall. Tom 
Daly had gone into the infinite, hut there 
was still a part of him in the death-house, 

THE week after he went through, Bob 
Waldron was booked for the chair. 
They drew a curtain in front of my cell 
the night that they were going to execute 
him. perhaps believing some things might 
possibly occur which 1 wouldn't care 
to look at. Bob had been singing hymns 
all day long, and apparently he was 
"going through' 1 courageously. But he 
weakened a> night drew near. He stopped 
singing, and began to pray fervently and 
to sob in a heart-breaking manner. 

About fifteen minutes before the War- 
den and the guards came to get him, Ik- 
whs screaming like a maniac, "Oh, Lord. 
I don't want to die ! Oh, Jesus, save me I" 
The colored minister tried to strengthen 
him, but to no avail. The unfortunate fel- 
low was fear-crazed, now that he was 50 
near the finish. I never heard such scream 
ingl I slipped the curtain aside to look 
at him — and what a sight I saw! 

"Portland Paddy" sees Bob Waldron 
go to the death chair — and the terrible 
scene that takes place by his cell at 
that time, turns his blood cold with 
terror. He is soon to follow. How 
will he face it? Read in July True 
Detective Mysteries of that final 
hour of appalling torture that comes 
to Paddy. On all newsstands June 15th. 



DON'T BE 
UNPOPULAR 
GET RID of FATS 

Enjoy life I It's easy to lose i 
weight with Lc?-Watc Reduc- 
ing Tablets! A sure, safe, I 
scientific Method You'll be- 

Bin to reduce with the first 
>x. And y»o won't have to en- I 
dutf the Ht-or.y of dangernue 
exerriee or aMlng-l You can do 
whatever you like— eat what tou 
wlah - and juat take Lea-Wata 
after meals. The pounda will dis- 
appear like masirl Thousands 
have reduced this marvclously 
easy way I 

SEND FOR 
TRIAL BOX 

Tit Lae-Wate! Ifa tha eaaieat and boat way to loaa fat you aw 
triad You'll ho astonished how quickly you'll loaa and how much 
better you'll feel. i;uerant«-ed to be absolutely harmless. Your 
money refunded if you are not delighted with Lea-Wate Try it! Juat 
alip a $1.00 bill in an envelope and aend for a trial box -- enough to 
last two weeks. Don't delay. Remember. $1 M will etmrt you toward 
better health, happineae and a beautiful figure. Sand today for the 
moat amazing fat redurer on the market. PoalUvaly vuarantaad to do 
tha work. Two weeks' treatment aant by retorn mail, postpaid. 11.00. 

LCS-WATE PM ARM AC At CO. 
2231 Carman Ava. Dept. 21 Chicago, III. 



Why Do You Dance ? 

In the June issue of THE 
DANCE MAGAZINE you will 
enjoy reading "The House That 
Dancing Built" in which you 
meet Ruth St. Denis and Ted 
Shawn; "What Is the Dancer*s 
Star?" an article taking up in 
detail the horoscope of Michel 
Fokine, Harriet Hoctor and 
Marie Gambarelli; and many 
other articles written by experts 
in various types of dancing. 

June issue of THE DANCE 
MAGAZINE— a Macfadden Pub- 
lication — on Sale at All News- 
stands the 22nd of May. 35 cents 
per copy. 




"Real Money in 
the Bank" 

•Think of it, Nell— $460! And to think 
that just a few months ago we couldn't save 
a cent. 

"Remember the night we talked it over 
and you persuaded me to send in that L C. S. 
coupon? It was the best investment we 
ever made. 

"The boss says if I keep on showing the 
same interest in my work there will be a 
still better position open for me soon. It 
certainly does pay to study in spare time." 

Thousands of mm now* know the joy of happy, 
prosperous homes because they let the International 
Correspondence Schools prepare them in spare time 
for bigger work. 

One hour after supper each night, spent with the 
L C. S. in the quiet of your home, will prepare you 
for the position you want in the work you like best. 

This is all we ask: Without cost or obligation, put 
ft up to us to prove how we can help you. 

Mail the Coupon for Free Booklet 



INTERNATIONAL CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOLS 

"The V niter aul I nivergity" 
Box 3156-D. Scranton. Penna. 
Without cost or obligation, please send me a copy of 
your booklet. "Whs Wins and Why," and full particulars 
about the subject before which 1 have marked X: 

BUSINESS TRAINING COURSES 

□ Industrial Management QBuslncss Correspondence 

□ Personnel Management □ Show Card and Sign 
Q Traffic Management Lettering 

□ Accounting and CP.A. [^Stenography and Typing 

Coaching □ Civil Service 

§ Cost Accounting Q Railway Mall Clerk 

Bookkeeping □ Common School Subjects 

Salesmanship DHigh School Subjects 

§ Secretarial Work □ Magazine and Book 
Spanish □ French Illustrator 

Advertising □ Cartooning 

TECHNICAL AND INDUSTRIAL COURSES 

□ Electrical Engineer Q Architect 

H Elcrtrie Lighting H Architects' Blueprints 

□ Mechanical Engineer HContrartor ami Builder 

□ Mechanical Draftsman y Architectural Draftsman 
D Machine Shop Practice n Concrete Builder 

□ Railroad Positions □ Structural Engineer 

B Gas Engine Operating □ Chemistry D Pharmacy 

Civil Engineer □ Automobile Work 

□ Surveying and Mapping □ Airplane Engines 

□ Metallurgy □ Mining □ Agriculture and Poultry 

□ Steam Engineering □ Radio □ Mathematics 

Name 

Street Address 

City BUU 

If von rtn\A*> in Cannda. tend thi$ coupon to the Internn- 
tional Correspondence Bchoolt Canadian, Limited, Montreal 



Drafting Books Sent Free 



1 



Learn Drafting; Earn$50to$100aweek 

These books tell how. Four big de luxe vol- 
umes. 1 750 pages. 1050 blue prints and illus- 
trations, at one-lourtb the price of a trade course. 
A rchitectoraJ. Mechanic^ Draft! rvjr from A toZ. Sent 
free for InapecUon. 12.00 a month, only $14.80 total 
if yoo want to keep them. State. name, residence ad- 
dreee. employer 'a name and ad drees and 2 charac- 
ter references. Sand no monay, rw~f 

AMERICAN TECHNICAL SOCIETY, Chicago 




yours for selling- only 8 
>va Salve at 25 rents. 
. burns, etc. Order 
H-M> and all 6 Piece* 
» 



106 



True Detective Mysteries 



MONEY- MAKING 

DEPARTMENT ^^aaM 



New! Little patented machine puts a 

f 100 a week, every week in the year. Equip- keen, smooth edge on knives, scissors, tools In 
* nlshed. No capital or expert- a few seconds, automatically. Banishes whet- 
ence necessary. Immediate profits. Write to- stones. Agents, write for Free Outfit Offer 

Central States Mfg. Co.. G-2011. 4500 Mary 

Ave.. St. Louis. Mo. 



Our Superior Proposition will net you 

■ $100 a week, every wee" * 
I ment and car furnished 

Ience necessary. Immed 
day for particulars. American Products Com- 
pany. 1021 Monmomh. Cincinnati. Ohio. 

I Gnah dally for aparc time! Ramsay. Mo.. Agents— New lines Just out. Everything 
v r . . 2L 7 C*° W W?, Introduce new non- m hosiery, lingerie and underwear for men. 

■ shrinkage broadcloth *hlrt*. styles .patterns women, children. Beautiful. Irresistible Cata- 
I please every man Low prices, high quality !| OK anr i samples now ready Two new special 

■ close <julck sales Big repeat business. Write ! D lg-money plans. Cash bonus, service awards 
I for free sample Outfit. LMgble. Inc.. Dept. 110, " sar«-__ ^ - 
1 2.S8 Fifth Avenue. New York. 



. Get Free Demonstrating Outfit — Smart- 
■ est Mary Rose Frocks, most wonderful values 
I Experience unnecessary. $. r » to $10 dally. Roda*| 



e unnecessary. $. r » to $10 dally. 
; Rodasl Bldg.. Cincinnati. Ohio. 



No capital needed. Choice territories going. 
Write quick. World's Star Knitting Company, 
ike st ~ 



130 I.ak 



. Bay City. Michigan 



Auto Owners Get $10 for Old Tires. Free 

I Big Money Daily. We offer large com- Write MelMnger Tire Co.. Dept. 6. Kansas 

I mission paid every day. exclusive territory. frecjClt y. Mo .. Warren. O hio. Oakland, Calif, 
samples and an unlimited future to local repre-| „ 7~ m „^„ i - -r- 1, i * i *u 
sentatlves distributing to banks, business, pro- ^SSS^S^TJ^^zSS^S^SSS^ 
- fesslonal and society people America s most **Jt23£m \&JS^SS^JSSTSKSS 
I widely known lines of Made-to-Order Personal ^% ywh j^ b ma . k '- "I ,V1 ?. KM « i -P™ * ,°J 
land Business Christmas Creeling Cards. Bt^lgg^Jgy-JgLf M Jfgg 
.tlonery. Announcements, etc. The Prw-e^ of full time »or^ 

Trov at 1 errltorles now beliiK allotted Full Informa- 
iroy tlon Kree Marcelwaver. Dept. 98G. Cin- 
cinnati. Ohio. 



, uo 

I Engraving Co. Inc.. Sample Dept., 

2l8t s treet » Chicago. 
| .. H * ve Your Own Business. Sell Hansllck 



— and 
profits 
Produ 



Hand Soap. Sosilck Metal Pollsh-both tcrtad A JfSPST^nSH iffSB&A ? I m .\ "L £M 
-and proved fast sellers, fine repeaters. i;ood A " V™ 1 .™Kt red VvJmmiil^L M «Tr^£ U iin 
•roflts. Write today for samples. «^^j° n lf 8 r^_ i_V^'^-7m J££rlS& 

like 540 and wears like Iron. Snag Proof. Every gg» ^StS^SS^HSSSA wSESS* Sffig 
sale means a satisfied, repeat customer. HlK ! *[^;* , f 8 ° ^^^^^ 

future for producers. WHt* pik*.uan»*n jchange Co , 18085 C Mt. Elliott. Detroit. Mich. 
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21 N. Franklin. Chicago 



Agents |24t Month. Sell silk hosiery 

I guaranteed 7 months. We furnish auto. 
.Samples furnished. Free silk hosiery for your 

(own use Write toda>. state site of hose worn. 
Bcttorknlt Textile Co , Bilk 1285. Gree nfield. O 
„ Men! Make $15. OS to $iS.SS dally cinclnnatT Ohio 
I selling super value Breeches and Pants to 
■ outdoor workers, garage men, sportsmen 



Amazing New Glass Cleaner offers you 

$15 a day surel Cleans windows, windshields, 
show cases. etc.. without water, soap or chamois. 
No muss. Easily demonstrated. Housewives, 
motorists, garages, stores, Inatltutlons buy on 
sight. Write for Special Introductory Offer. 
Jiffy Glass Cleaner Co.. 2060 Monmouth, 



IU 
fit. Big Bob. 
New York. 



Dept. B6. 493 Broome Street, 



■ Vapor 



« Miles on 1 Gallon. Wonderful New 

Vapor Humidifier and Gas Raver. All autos 

■ Distributors wanted everywhere. 400% Prof- 
Its. 1 Free. Crltchlow. C-474. Wheaton. I ll 

I Men! $7.5* an hour spare time. Bar- 
gain all-wool stylish suits tallored-to- measure at 

1918.75. Sell every man! $3.75 advance com- 
mission for you. Write for expensive sample 
case — It's Free! Canterbury Tailors. Dept. Z-7. 
t -j it \\ ' st 22nd Street. New York. 



SQUARE-DEAL 
1 ADVERTISERS ONLY 

If you do business on the basis of "satisfac- 
tion or money back" write us for rates in this 
and other magazine*. 

Publishers Classified Service, 
9 East 46th St., N ew York 
$25% Month. 



Agents — $250 Month. Ralncoata. All 

colors. Your choice 82.65. Part time $2 hour. 
Complete line 60 patterns, silks, suedes, tweeds. 
Ix»ather-Lyke. Outfit sent free. Postage pre- 
Id: Write Comer Mfg. Co., Dept. 9-0. 
)ayton, O. 



Ke-Knitto. the amazing needle re-knlts, . 

silk hosiery like new. repairing runners per- Egj 
fectly Agents cleaning uo. Home shops profit-! 1,0 
able. Merchants buy at sight. Newest greatest If I show you an all Virgin Wool Suit, 
money maker cample furnished workers. Uallored-to-order. valued at f£5. that vou 
World Imnort Co . Dcpt PC-10. Omaha. Neb. can sell for % 22 :»<), make H.00 yourself. 

Be a Real Estate Eipert. $5.«0«-$15.000 «» v « you [absolutely Free. Complete selling 
yearly. Experience unnecessary. I'll teach I °utfit«_ will yougjve my prpppaltlon a trial? 
you everything. Connect you with my chain 
of real estate experts. Write for FREE 
booklet. National Real Estate Institute, 
Dept. 500- M. Fort Smith. Ark. 



I SIM week Protecting Friends from Check 

"Kaisers. Sell Security Combination Fountain 
t Pens and Check Protectors — also new Securo- 
I gruphs. Write for details Including Free Demon- 
"strator Offer. Seeurograph sample SI postpaid 

( Security Pen Corp . I >> pt s.mk artn el. Ill, 
W rite for free sample amazing new ten- 

I In-one kitchen utensil. Broiler, eggpoacher, 
toaster, no-burn kettle bottom, etc. Sells on, 
sight for 50c. You make 100% profit. Send 25cl 

I for postage on your sample. We refund 50c If 
you return It. Be sure to mention this magazine 
Alfred Carroll. 554 Argyle Rd.. B klyn, N. Y. 

( Agents! Sell finest work pants ever 
offered; one pair, $1.95, two. 83.75, three. ST 
big commissions dally 

I Free Outfit. Longwear Trouser, Dept. L6, 
489 Broome Street. New York. 



Bankrupt and Rummage Sales. Make 

$50 dally. We start you, furnishing everything. 
Permanent business. Free details. Dlstrlbu- 
tors. Dept. 279. 429 W. Superio r . Chicago. 

No Dull Times Selling Food. People 
must eat. Federal distributors make 
$3,000 yearly up. No capital or experi- 



ence needed: guaranteed sales: unsold goods 
may be returned. We furnish sample case, 
license and Free territory. Ask now! Federal 

Pure Food. W 2311 Archer. Chicago. 

Agenta earn big money taking orders for 
our beautiful Dress Goods. Silks. Wash Fabrics. 
Hosiery. Fancy Goods, 1000 Samples furnished 
The National Importing Co.. Dept. F89. 
573 Broadway. New York City. 



. will you give my proposition _ 
P. C. King. 2238 South La Salle. Chicago. III. 



Big Pay Every Day! Complete guaran- 
teed line direct to wearer — Dress Shirts. Work 
Shirts. Overalls. Coveralls. Work Pants. Sweat- 
ers. Underwear. Playsults. $10-Sl5 dally; expe- 
rience unnecessary. Big outfit FREE! Nlmrod 
Co.. Dept. 58. 4922-28 Lincoln Ave.. Chicago. 

$25. Ot dally selling colored Raincoats and 
Slickers, Red. Blue. Green, etc $2.95. Hat 
Free. Pay daily. Outfit Free. Elliott Brad- 
ley. jZSOS^Wells. Dept. AF-6. Chicago. 



Don't worry with small profits and un- 
known articles! Backed by tremendous na- 
tional advertising, hundreds of Nogar salesmen 
are making $500 to $1,000 monthly Right Now. 
World's longest wearing suits. $12.50. Amah 
Ing wear demonstration makes bio. steady 
sales certain. Write today for Free Kit. 
full starting Instructions. Nogar Clothing 
Mfg. Co.. Dept. CS-6. Reading. Pa. 



I Free Outfit With Actual Samples of Bos 
tonlan broadcloth gets quick sales for our 
nationally known Bor.tonlan Shirts at three 

I for $6.05. postage paid. Liberal cash com- 
mission of $1.50 on each order of three shirts 
earns big profits for you. Bostonlan Mfg. 

ICo.. Desk SM»>. 72 summer St.. Boston. 
Mass . Established 1863. 



Women — Earn $16 dozen sewing aprons. 

sninndiri »*R«rtmenr l Kx P° r,encc unnecessary: no selling. Easy. 
TrMM^ir i a work . materials cut. Addressed en- 
velope brings details. Goshen Dress Co.. 
Dept. 660. Goshen, N. Y. 



b5 of all Men past middle age. au- 

Ithorltles say. have prostate Gland disorder. 
Now a scientific treatment. Free book. Ad- 
dress Thermalaids. Steubenville. Ohio, or 303 
■ Van Nttyi Bldg.. I^os Angeles. Calif. 



I Make extra money In your spare time. 

I Secret of successful agents and salesmen 
explained. Send 10c. for next three big 
Issues of my book containing over 500 beat 
money-making Ideas and 
■ tunnies. George Bernard. 
I street. Cincinnati. Ohio. 



Women Representatives Wanted. New 

Invention prevents shoulder straps slipping. No 
more discomfort. Women adore It. Write for 
particulars and free offer. Lingerie "V" Com- 
pany. 96 Oak St.. North Windham. Conn. 



Agents $240 month. Drl-Klean-lt re- 
moves dirt, grease, tar, all one operation 
Cleans car for 10c. No soap or water used. 
Car looks like new. Wonderful seller. Free 
sample. American Accessories Company, Desk 
435. Cincinnati. Ohio. 



Agents — Just Out! $8.88 for Men's 

Suits! Anyone can sell! Commission $3 In 
advance! Free Sales Kit! The 888 Company. 
Dept. F-15. Fort Wayne, lnd. 



Women — Earn $16 dozen sewing at home 

Experience unnecessary, steady work. Cut 
materials supplied. Stamped envelope brings 
details. Steward Dress. 1 14a Mercer. New York . 

Agents — We start you In business 
and help you succeed. No capital or ex- 
perience needed. Spare or full time. You 
can earn $50-$100 weekly. Write Madison 
Products, .".oft Broa dway, N ew York. N , Y 
Know 



We Start You Without A Dollar. Soaps. 

Extracts. Perfumes — Toilet Goods, ex- 

Krlence unnecessary. Carnation Co. 
gpt. 593. St. Louis. Mo. 



Foreign Positions — Men Interested going 

romantic South America write us. -Good pay, 
Expenses paid. South America Service Bu« 

reau. 14.600 Alma. Detroit. Mich. 

Now! $5, •€>• year easy! Sell Gibraltar 
Shirts! Finest Quality. Lowest prices. Defy 
competition! Liberal dally commissions. Send 
today for free outfit containing large assort 
ment shirt samples. Gibraltar Shirt Co. 
Dept. T-7. 22nd Street. New York. 



LEARN WHILE YOU BARN 



Big Pay Electrical Jobs open everywhere. 
$60 to $100 a week easy. Learn at home In 
spare time, start making extra money at once. 
Training endorsed by Engineers Assn.. and 



(Agents $260 month. Bonus besides. Know How To Make Big Money !| #>mnlnv " working ontnr and CSabmSm 
introduce finest line guaranteed hosiery you Get my wonderful new Home-Study Course. BgffiEL tJffiSmnSnSS start's vou 
ever saw. 126 styles, colors. New sales plan a|' Concentrated Salesmanship -.. .Earn $J0 ? 00 gffBSrfc «S9S tt KR,l^r^f n iWl. 



w sales plan a' "Concentrated Salesmanship-. Earn SlQMVgZ=2^*ZW-?*?X-*!* "S*TSWSi 
No license to Dally or Money Refunded. Mall One Dollar =™ ^K~tl^ L_ cSSS 

given. Spare Today and receive this great course Postpaid. n .° h w - f vnBih^TiSfmmmSj^ ChiSiw 
»hed. Wllknlt V.O Fisher. 793 Kearny Ave.. Arlington. N.J, cnier engineer, Lawrence Ave.. Chicago. 



I wonder. No experience needed, 
pay. Auto furnished. Credit 

I time satisfactory. Samples furnished 
Hosiery Co . . Dept. 16 3 5. Greenfield, Ohio. Ladles earn $17 doxen sewing aprons at 

I Sell Dress Pants Direct. One nalr. $3.45: home. Easy work. No experience or selling 
3 pairs. $10.00: your commission. 75c. per pair, necessary. Instructions free. Particulars 2c 
Thirty beautiful patterns. Flannels, serges, stamp. Renee Garment Co.. Dept. X. Gary. Ind. 

Business Success: Complete National 
Success Course we offer to you at the amazing y 
low price of $1.98. Previously sold for $24 00 
Distributor 160 store route this county; Every subject on business and personal erflcl- 
experlence unnecessary: no selling, distribute'ency treated. Pay postman $1.98 plus a few 
and collect: should net «7it weekly l'crts cents postage on delivery. Consrad Co.. 230 
Manufaeturlnt: Co.. Box 173, Florin. Pa. Fifth Avenue. New York City. N. Y, 



I Thirty beautiful patterns. Flannels, serges. 

Iworsted«». tropicals. l.an:e Selling Samples 
Free. Write Dept A6. Adlawn Pants. 35 West 
22nd St.. New York^ 



Men. get Forest Ranger lob; $125-1200 
month and home furnished: hunt. fish. trap. 
For details, write Norton Institute. 1523 
Temple Court. Denver. Colo 



I Give Away Key Insurance. Make $30 Women — Earn $18 dozen sewing dresses 

Idallv. Amazing monev-maker Just patented, at home; experience unnecessary. Everything 
Nothing like It. Write todav for Free Offer, supplied. Steady work, 2c stamp brings par- 



1 Inl tlal-it. Inc . 22 Qulnev. < hlcaso 

~2I1 Men Wanted. $50 a day made by 



tlculars. Pearl Garment. 543a B'way. New York 



Make extra money writing stories. 

E. Ham 'Cal ). ethers receiving $500 month! photoplays, poetry, songs, etc. My free book 

("demonstrating Kr upper locally, tells how to write and where to send. Richard 

We help you start our Florida man madec. Abbott. 22 East 12th Street. Cincinnati. 
$5,300 last year. Get details Send coupon! Ohio. 



Want U. S. Gov't Position; commence 
$1 15-$250 month? Men-women. 18-55. trained 
at home In three weeks. Write Otment'a In- 
struction Bureau. 137. St. Louis. Mo. 



year. 

Krlss-Kross Corp.. Dept. 0 
ton Ave.. St. Louis. Mo. 



I 

| Name 

I Address 

■Town State., 



3252. 1418 Pendle- 



\N hv not sell uh your spare time. $2.00 an 

hour. $19.70 dally easy full time. Introduce 
12 months Guaranteed Hosiery— 47 styles 39 
colors for men. women, children. Including 
latest "Silk to the Top" Ladies": Misses 
sport. Men's Fancies. No capital or experi- 
ence needed. We furnish samples. Your rwn 
Silk Hose Free. New Plan. Milton Matthews. 
P:«rk '.»2*6. Cincinnati. Ohio. 



Big Pay Jobs open In Automotive field. 
I. earn how on real equipment with real shop 
tools In eight weeks. Satisfaction guaran- 
teed. Write quick for special tuition offer 
McSweeny Auto Schools. Dept. 21-H. Cleve- 
land. (). and Cincinnati. <) 

Men qualify Forest Ranger Position": 
start $125 month: cabin and vacation. Patrol 
the forests: protect the game. Write Mokane 
Institute. Dept. M-44. Denver. Colo. • 

Money — Do you need It? New illustrated 
book gives 67 tested plans to make spare-time 
money without Investment. Mall 50c to V. O. 
Fisher. 798 Kearney. Arlington. N. J. 



Hotels Need Trained Executives. Nation- 
wide demand for trained men and women l 
past experience unnecessary. We train 
you by mall and put you In touch with big 
opportunities. Write at once for particu- 
lars. I.ewls Hotel Training Schools, Suite 
A W-W637. Washington. D. C. 



BIG BARGAIN 



SALE 

Send. 

NO 

money 



Use coupon below^Order by No. B 




CHAIN 
ano KNIFE 

GIVEN 

SOLID Gold effect case, guar- 
anteed 25 years. Accuracy 
i guaranteed by 100 -year old 
'Million Dollar factory. Richly 
engraved. Locomotive crown, 
timekeeper dial, railroad back. Why 

8 ay $20 or $30 for your next watch? 
TderNOW. Knife and chain GIVEN 
during Bargain Sale. Only $3.87 

nnd Postage. SEND NO MONEY. 

Send postal or coupon below and A *V 

pay whenyour watch arrives. FREE ~ mrnmM 
TRIAL. Wear 10 days at our ex- I W\J" 

B;nse. Money back if not delighted. 3 < ^^k i— * 
se coupon below. Order by No. A. T V N V 




carved. Platinum 
effect. Sapphire 
crown jewel.Com- 
pare with $12.00 
watch m. Pay Bar- 

price and pos- * X'*' 
■ arrival. 



RING WATCH 



enkTavctl. Set with 10 brilliant 
diamond cut (rem*, (iorsreous 
beauty! Tiny mirror and rousra 
compact hidden under Hcver 
dial. Blue synthetic sapphire 
crown jewel. 

SEND NO MONEY. 
Pay pitman and post- JO 39 
■Re on arrival. Money **j 
back guarantee. w 
Una coutwin below. 
Order by No. C 



Dinner Ring 



brilliant repr«xitn-t ion diamonds 
and sapphire*. Ki< hly carved. 
Hand enirravnl. Fifth Avenue 
mode--nr>t time ofTeredCOR7 
at this Sale pike and* J 
postage on arrival. 

Use coupon below. 
Order by No. O 





Rich Folks 

Wear Bradley Reproduction 
Piamonds—Fricndx cannot tell 
dinerenoe.Thcue Korsreou* new 
Rem?} have 32 fac«-L%- -diamond 



cut--R»aranteed for SO years, 
net with three brilliant Bradley 
Reproduction Diamonds-each 



Pay SALE I'rlce and «077 
Postage on arrival, •jj" - 



LUCK S.Monev.nap- 
pines* Success 
all symbolized in th<a rMi. 
rtew"LlTCKY MAGNET 
rlna. Attracts, compels, 
mystifies! Be RICH! Win 
at Rames. business, love. 
Orrifr your a now! SEND 
NO MONEY. Pay postmnn 
on arrival. Post- «Aqo 
aRe paid. Guar- *S 
an teed. 




r 

Use Coupon below. Order by No. F 



BRADLEY, Wholesale Jeweler: Dept. 20X 
NEWTON. MASS. 

Ship at once to address below the following bar- 
trains. Offer No. A □; No. B □; No. C D;No. D □; 
No. ED; No. FD (Place X in box to show your 
selections). Will pay on arrival. Money back if I 
want it. I risk nothing. 



Name- 
Street.. 
City.. 



State.. 





Complete Beauty Outfit 

Containing Every Beauty Need 

Mail this special-offer coupon at once to 
Edna Wallace Hopper, 536 Lake Shore 
Drive, Chicago — enclosing 50c (stamps 
accepted) for liberal trial sizes of all 
seven of these beauty aids, Miss 
Hopper's own beauty book, also cer- 
tificate good for Free 50c tube 
of Ouindent toothpaste. 

Name 



Street. 



City. 



beauty 

a vanished dream, she looks like a girl. 
She has made numerous trips abroad for the best creams 
and powders that science could produce to refresh the 
cherished bloom of youth. No effort was too great, as she 
was determined to find the best beauty aids. 
Miss Hopper now shares her discoveries with other women. 
Because ot the large quantities sold, her cosmetics are avail- 
able on any toilet counter at prices all women can afford. 

An Invitation 

Every g^irl and woman is urged to accept Miss Hopper's 
special introductory offer as below. Note the beauty box 
filled with Edna Wallace Hopper's own beauty builders, 
which is yours at trifling cost. 

Send Coupon for liberal trial sizes of seven Beauty Aids. 
Full size packages would cost you over M. 
T? Fl T7 T? Certificate for full fifty-cent tube 
Jf* XV^Jtl* Jti °* exquisite Ouindent toothpaste 
will be Included, so this week-end 
beauty case really costs you nothing! 



.State. 




.no 

Save 





33 Beautiful Homes 
99 Distinctive Floor Plans 

InltburFweCbpy oftfwneulAladdinCctfaloff 

You can buy all the materials for a complete home direct from the 
Aladdin Mills and make big savings on the lumber, millwork, hardware 
and labor. The Aladdin Readi-Cut System has saved money for tens of 
thousands of home builders. It will save money for you. And on the 
Aladdin Guarantee, you can buy and build an Aladdin with complete 
confidence that you will be pleased and satisfied. 

Prices Include i 



5 Rooms-4 Plans $/4Q8 




6 Rooms-4 Plans SAlC 

A1X MATKRIALS RSAOI-CL'T ^^^^ 



Lumber cut 
to fit; 
knot less interior woodwork; knot less sid- 
ing; knot less flooring; knot less windows, 
and knot less doors; high grade glass; paints; 
hardware; shingles or roofing; nails; lath; 
together with complete instructions and 
drawings that make it easy for anyone to 



erect an Aladdin house. Complete shipment 
of all materials can be made within a few 
days after order is received. We pay 
freight. You take absolutely no chance in 
dealing with The Aladdin Company. Our 
guarantee not only covers the quality and 
quantity of materials, but also their safe 
arrival at your station. 



Build and Save the Aladdin Readi-Cut Way! 



The Aladdin Company are the originators of the 
Readi-Cut System of Home Building. Quantity 
production of standard designs, with no lumber 
waste, allows us to quote the very lowest prices and 
still maintain the High Quality materials Aladdin 
Homes are noted for. All the lumber is Certified, 
sound, strong and of high quality. Aladdin Homes 
are permanent, year 'round homes, warm in winter. 
Not portable nor sectional in any sense, but readi- 



cut and erected the same as any other well con- 
structed home. 

Aladdin's 22 years' success is proof that you can 
do as thousands of other home builders do every 
year — save from $200.00 to $800.00 by building an 
Aladdin Home. There is an Aladdin near you 
wherever you live. Go and see one. Save money, 
time and annoyance by ordering all materials from 
the Aladdin Mills. 




Mail Coupon for FREE Catalog 

Brilliant, new styles — colorful new interiors, amazing low prices — all can 
be found in the beautiful, new Aladdin Catalog of Readi-Cut Homes. 33 
styles with 99 different floor plans to choose from! In it you will be sure to 
find the home you will like. Your copy is FREE for the asking! Address 
coupon to nearest office and mail Today. 

The ALADDIN CO. 

Also Mills and Offices: Wilmington, N. C; Portland, Ore.; Toronto, Ont. 

Originators of the Readi-Cut System of Home Building 





Garages $87 'u P d 

The new Aladdin Catalog •ho«i nv»ny 



ol RradiCut tUram-inriudiiig i 
and Pergola typ 



Send for FREE Catalog 

Mail the Coupon 

j Mail! liis Coupon to Our NearestOffice II 

! THE ALADDIN CO.SSS 



.•pa*— 

•howa ia lull colon. Price* art aatonnhmgly 
bar. Ear* deaiga » bated ia teveral mm*. 
You raa build an Aladdin (Parage yourarli ia a 

>uying the t 



■aving lal 
y wvrk. 



Summer Cottages 

C«Aa Aladdin's new - 
91 MD ug, est Suns in rr 

^ Cottage Cata- 
log excels all past editions in 
beauty, selections and designsl 
Includes everything from cozy 
little two-room cottages to large 
cottages with four bedrooms. 
The economy and convenience 
of ordering complete materials 
for a cottage from one source, 
shipped to your destination in 
a single car. will be most 
gratifying. Your copy of the 
new Aladdin Summer Cot- 
tage Catalog is waiting. Ask 
for it today. Just write 
'•Summer Cottages" on 
the C oupon und mail 
it at once. 



Bay City. Mirk. 

»1. C. 

, Ore 

Taroaio.Oat. < anarfa 

1 Please send me at once free copy of the beautiful. 
I new Aladdin Catalog of Readi-Cut Homes. No. 556 

' Name 



j Address 
I City 
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